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T O 
JOSEPH ADDISON, Eq. 


"WY * 


HIS poem preſumes to throw itſelf at your feer, as 

a piece more wanting your protection, than worthy 

of your patronage. But it is as neceſſary for young au- 

thors, who ſhould be conſcious of their imperfections, to 

ſkreen themſelves under great names; as it has been 
always natural to criminals. to fly to a ſanctuary, 

Permit me then, Sir, more than to hope a ſhelter; to 
promiſe myſelf ſome reputation from this honour. Or, 
even ſhould the world determine of my performance to 
my diſadvantage ; the ſatis faction I take in being allowed 
the privilege of this addreſs, yields 'me more pleaſure, 
than their cenſure could give me pain. | 

But I am fo far from entertaining any fears of its miſ- 
carriage ; that if my own partiality and the judgment of 
thofe choſen friends, | | : 


——Duibus hæc, fint qualiacumque, arridere velim, 


have not conſpired to deceive me in its favour: I mays 
preſume, that little merit they are pleaſed to allow it, will 
be my beſt excuſe for pretending, in this public man- 
ner, to declare myſelf, 


8 IX., 


. Your moſt obedient 


Humble ſervant, 


LEW. THEOBALD, 


A 2 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 


M E N. 
Drury-Lane.. 
Ma y/hus, an uſurper of the govern- 
ment of Argos, Mr. Palmer. 
O-eftes, ſon of the late rightful king 


Agamemnon, by Clytemneftra, Mr. Smith. 
Pylades, his friend, prince of Phocis, Mr. Packer. 
The Governor of Oreſes, — Mr, Aickin. 


WOMEN. 


C/ytemneſira, queen of Argos, late 
wife of Agamemnon, now of 
LEgyſthus, — Mrs. Hopkins. 

Flectra, Agamemnon's daughter, Mrs. Vates. 

Chry/othemis, ditto, wo — Mrs. Baddeley. 

Attendants of Ciytemnęſt ra. 

Chorus of young ladies of Argos. 


| SCENE, before the Palace in Mecenæ. 
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ACT I. 
SCENE, before the Royal Palace in Mycenæ. 
Governor of Oreſtes, Oreſtes and Pylades. 


Gover noe. 


27 ſon. of Agamemnon, (he who once, 
Supreme in power, led our victorious Greeks: 
To Troy's deſtruction;) hence may you ſurvey 
The obſect of your long, your ardent wiſhes: 
Behold your native Argos! here, the grove 2 
Of Inachus's wand' ring frantic: daughter: 

And here, the fam'd Lycæan Forum ſtands, 

Erected to the glorious god of day :: 

This, on the left, is Juno's awful temple ;- 

Around the glitt'fing tow'rs of rich — "6.008 10 
With the dire houſe of bloody Pelops riſe. 

Thence I receiv'd you from your fiſter's arms, 

Snatch'd from the fate in which your father fell; 

I. took, preſerv'd, and nouriſnh'd you till now, 

To grow the keen avenger of his blood: 1 65 
But now, Oreſtes, and you, Pylades, 

The deareſt partner of his cares, betimes: 

We muſt determine what our cauſe requires. 

For ſee, the chearful light-begins to dawn; 

The warbling birds ſalute the early ſun; 20 
And ev'ry ſtar faints in his fuller glory. 

Eier then the buſy ſearch of jealous eyes 

Prevent, let's fix our counſels; haſty time 

Cuts off all flow debate, and calls for action. 

Oreſt. Thou trueſt friend that ever ſerv'd his prince, 2 58 
How does thy love to me ſhine out conſpicuous! WS 
And, as the gen'rous ſteed when weak with age, 

Starts into rage, and ſcents the diſtant battle; 
So you, though preſs'd with years, work up our ſouls 
Tot ame, and follow in =_ glorious chaſe. 

735 
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To thee my purpos'd vengeance T'll diſcloſe, 

Do thou with deep attention mark my words ; 

And where my youth ſhall err, with wiſdom guide it. 
Know, when TI went to aſk the Pythian god 35 
What method I ſhould take in my revenge, 

He thus in expreſs terms ſpoke his high pleaſure; 

Cloſe be thy vengeance ; no loud force prepare 

But ſteal upon th? unguarded murderer. 

Therefore do thou, my venerable friend, 40. 
As ſoon as kind occaſion will permit, | 
Enter the palace; dive into their counſels ; 

And find out means for this our great attempt: 

For rev'rend age has plow'd thy teatures up; 

And bent thee to the earth, that thou ſhalt paſs 45 
Succeſsfully unknown, and unſuſpetted, 

Then form a tale like this; that thou art ſent 

From Phocis, from Phanoteus, to relate, 

(For he's their potent friend, their dear ally) 

Nor ſpare an oath to back the licens'd fraud 50 
And win belief, how poor Oreſtes periſh*d ; 

Whirl'd from his chariot in the Pythian games. 

This be the ſuin and ſubject of thy errand ; 

Mean while, as the great Lycian god injoin'd, 

We, with oblations and devoted hair, 8 
. Will pleaſe my father's ſnade, aud crown his tomb. 

7 | That done, here let us meet; and in our hands 

6 Bear to th” inceſtuous court the brazen urn, - 
Which lies conceal'd in yonder verdant thickets ; 


: Thus by an artful fraud reſembling truth, 60 
| We may convince them of the pleaſing news 
q That I am dead; that thoſe are the remains 


Of my burnt bones, rak'd from the fun'ral pile. 

Why ſhould I grieve to be reported dead, 

While I rife fairer from that death ſuppos'd * } - 
To nobler life, to happineſs and fame ? 

Nor can the tale which profits, prove diſaſtrous, 

Oft have heard of men, for wiidom fam'd, 

Revive and flouriſh from imagin'd tombs, 

'To freſh renown, and more illuſtrious triumphs, 70 
So on my foes from death at once T'll riſe, 

Glare like a meteor, and with terror blaſt them. 

But, Oh, my country, and ye genial gods, 

Receive me proſp'rous, and aſi my purpoſe ! 


And 
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And thou, paternal dome, to thee I come, 78 
Sent from the geds to rid thee of pollution. | 
Oh, drive me not diſhonour'd from this land ! 
But fix me happy in my father's throne, 
And make me but the ſcourge of uſurpation, 
J aſk no more But now, my good old friend, 80 
Support the taſk which thou haſt undertook: 
We, Pylades, will hence, time preſſes hard; 
Time, on whoſe friendly eall the iſſues hang 
Of all our mortal actions. | 
Elect. Oh! my fortune 


| [( Groaning from within. 
Gov, Hark! ſure heard the voice of female ſorrow. 85 
Oreſt. Think you, *twas not the poor Electra groan'd ? 

Say, ſhall we ſtay and liſten to her anguiſh ? | 
Gor, Not for the world: Begin we from the god; 

And his commands fulfil : with due oblations 

Appeaſe, invoke the manes of your fire: 90 

From hence we ſhall the hop'd event derive, 

And draw a bleſſing on the pious work. | 
[Exeunt Oreſtes and Pylades at one door, Governor and 

Attendants at another, b 


\ 


SCENE 11. 
Elect. Alone. ] Oh, ſacred light, and, Oh, thou am- 


bient air, 

How have ye witneſs'd to my conſtant ſorrows! | 

How have ye ſeen theſe hands, in rage of grief, 95 

Harrow and bruife my ſwoln and bleeding boſom ! _ 

While each new morn was blaſted with my woe : 

How have the circling nights heard my deſpair ! 

How have my walls and hated bed been curſt, 

And echo'd to my {till repeated anguiſh! 100 

My ſighs, my groans for my unhappy lire, 

Whom barb'rous chmes and cruel battle ſpar'd ; 

Whom battle ſpar'd, but whom my mother flew ! 

She and her partner of adult'rous joys, 

Accurſt Agyſthus, with a murth'ring axe 105 

Splitting his temples, cleft the hero down: 

Relentleſs, as the woodman does an oak. 

And none, but I, or pities or complains; 

None but Electra mourns for thee, Oh, father, Wick 
it 
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Without regard to ſhame or pity murder'd ! 110 
And I, while life remains, will cheriſh grief ;. 

Each riſing morn, and each deſcending night 

Shall hear my moan :: for with inceſſant ſorrow, 

Like the fad nightingale robb'd of her young, 

Before my fither's doors li plaintive ſtand ;; 115: 
And my loud wrongs proclaim to ev'ry ear. 

Ye realms of Pluto, and his gloomy confort !. 

Internal Hermes! You, my potent curſes! 

And awful furies, daughters of the gods, 
Behold the great are fallen, unjuſtly. flain !. 120 
And vile adult'ry ſtains the royal couch! 

Oh, riſe, aſſiſt, revenge a murder'd king. 

Send me my brother, my Oreſtes hither, 

To eaſe my ſorrows, and to bear his part: 


For, Oh! I fink beneath the dire oppreſſion. 12 f. 


SCENE III. 


Electra and Chorus. 

Cho. Thou offspring of a moſt unworthy. mother, 
Uncomforted Electra! wherefore ſtill 
Doſt thou with ſtreaming eyes and piercing groans: 

For ever mourn the fate of Agamemnon ?: 

Indulge affliction, nor permit the ſpace. 1300 
Of intervening years to wipe away 

The mem'ry of thoſe ſnares and female arts. 

That caught his noble life? Oh, may the man, 

If. juſtice warrant my devoting prayer, 

That wrought his end, fall by the like ſurpriſe! 135 

Hlect. Oh, gen'rous maids, and worthy, your high 
Kindly you come to ſoften my diſtrefs:;. [births ; : 
I know you. do, to charm me into comfort. 

But, Oh! I muſt be deaf to the inchantment; : 
Nor ever ceaſe. to mourn my wretched father. 140. 
Therefore I muſt conjure you by our friendſhip; 

By all your tender offices of love ;: 

Let me indulge my tears, and be a wretch;; 

Nor urge me to remit my taſk of ſorrow. 

Cho, But yet, nor pray'rs nor tears, canſoften death; 14 g; 
Or bribe th' unpitying Hades to unlock | 
Earth's common priſon, and ſend back your father. 
Yet, tond.of- woe and unavailing paſſion, 


That 


10 


EI 5 


That hourly waſtes and preys upon your health, 
You mourn the ills which mourning will not cure, 150 
Why do you court immod”rate ſorrow thus ? 
Elect. They muſt be, ſure, inſenſible and ſepid, 
That can forget a murder'd parent's death, 
Let me be rather like the wailing bird, | 
The murm'ring herald of approaching ſpring, 155 
Who Itys ever, murder'd Itys, mourns. rh 
Thee, Niobe, my heart eſteems a goddeſs ; 
Thou monument of unexampled forrow ! 
Loſt to thy ſex, and hardened to a ſtone, | 
Thou ſtill art Niobe, and weep'lt for ever! 160 
Cho. Have you, Electra, only cauſe to mourn ? f 
Are there not thofe have equal right to grieve ? 
Though you ſurpaſs them in immod'rate tranſports. 
How does Chryſothemis ſuppreſs her anguiſh ? 
And how Iphianafla bear her pain ? 165 
Or how Oreſtes droop in ſecret exile? | 
El:4, Happy Oreſtes, when the glad Mycenz 
Views him returning to his rightful throne; 
Sent by the ſweet direction of the gods! 
Whilſt I expect him with unwearied hopes, 170 
Childeſs, and deſolate, debarr'd of wedlock, | 
Diſſolv'd in tears, and worn away with anguiſh, 
But cruel he, regardleſs of my pain, 
Forgets my love and ardent invitations : | f 
Yet has he ſooth'd me ſtill with flatt'ring tidiogs; 175 
Rais'd me to hopes, in vain, of his arrival; 
Too credulous hopes; for, Oh! he will not come !— 
Cho, Deſpair not, lady, for there reigns above 
A potent God, that overlooks mankind ; 
To his directing hand ſubmit your anger; 180 
Nor let your tranſports ſwell to wild diſtraction; 
Nor let your juſt reſentments die forgotten: 
For ling' ring time knows his redreſſing hour. 
And he who ſtays on Criſa's verdant ſhore, 
Great Agamemnon's ſon, back'd with the pow'rs 185 
Ot blood-avenging Erebus, will come ; | 
Will come with fury, and redreſs your wrongs. 
ZElect. Much of my life has been already ſpent, 
And fed on nought but unavailing hopes ; | 
I can no longer bear the uneaſy ſtate, 190 
An orphan, unſupported, weak, and friendleſs; WY: 
_ 4 
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Us'd like a menial in my father's houſe : 
Robb'd of all rights of birth and princely ſtate ; 
Clad in theſe homely weeds of wretchedneſs, 

And fed wi.h offals from th' imperial table. 19g 
Cho. Oh, diſmal was the welcome of his triumphs ! 
Mournful return! And, Oh! that bridal room, 

To which the unſuſpecting huſband went, 

And met the ſudden axe! Accurſed ſtroke! 

By fraud concerted, and by luſt perform'd ; 200 

Adult'rous luſt with treachery combin'd 

In horrid mixture for the horrid act; 

Whether ſome god or man inſpir'd the paſſion! 
Elect. Oh, day moſt hated of the rolling year! 

Oh, blackeſt night! And, Oh, prodigious griefs 

Which flow'd from that unutterable deed ! 

When both their hands upon my father ſtruck, 

To ſpeak their union, and make murder ſure, 

I too was ſtruck, undone by that dire blow, 

And agonizing death lies heavy on me! 210 

But may the great Olympian god, may Jove 7 

Repay their treaſon with ſtill growing anguiſh ! 

Let no ſhort interval of gladneſs chear them, 

But guilt and black remorſe haunt them for ever ! 

Cho. No more ſuch words of outrage ; call to mind 215 
From what a ſtate of eaſe your rage has thrown you, 
And pull'd down woe by wilful provocation: 

Enough of ſorrow has thy ſoul endur'd, 

By bearing up and buffeting the tempeſt. 

Believe it vain t' aſſail victorious vice, n 220 

And tempt the rugged hand of tyrant pow'r. | 
Elect. Such treaſons ſure demand ſuch loud complaints x 

My heart is conſcious of its ſwelling rage : | 

Yet danger ſhall not ſcare me from this pleaſure, 

But while I live, I will devote the wretches. . 226 

From whom, ye dear companions of my grief, 

In ſuch extremes of woe, can I endure Bt 

Fhe voice of conſolation or advice? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe your ſtrains of unprevailing comfort ; 

For never muſt my labours find an end ;. 230 

Never muſt I have truce with my afflictions: 

But be a faithful wretch, and weep for ever. 


Cho, Alas !-— My love, like a fond mother, pleads. 
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To calm your breaſt ; leſt your diſtemper'd wrath 

Should be the parent of ſtill greater troubles, 235 
Elec. Oh! Can my ills admit of an increaſe? 

Can piety forget a father's murder? - 

What men, what barb'rous nations, ſay it can? 

Oh, let me not be honour'd in their thoughts ! | 

No: were I to be match'd to ſome ſuch tame 240 

Forgiving doul, I would not let the ſoft 

Unjuſt infection, clog my tow'ring rage; 

Nor for a moment ſtop my ſhrill-tongu'd grief, 

Which flies to gratify my father's ſhade : 

For if my noble father unreveng'd, | 245 

Muſt moulder into duſt, and be forgot; | 

Whilſt they, triumphaat in their happy guilt, 

Laugh at the lame revenge that cannot reach them, 

Farewel to virtue; let religious awe | 

No more reſtrain mankind, but outrage flouriſh! 250 
Cho. In yours and in our own behalf we came, 

T' expreſs our duty, and aſſuage your woes: 

But it our words diſpleaſe your princely mind, 

You muſt o'ercome, and we ſubmit in filence. 

Elect. I bluſh to think, that my uneaſy load 255 
Of grief, ſhould ſeem immoderate or ſtrain'd: | 
Forgive my ſtrong neceſſity of ſorrow, 

What virgin, well-deſcended, could behold 
Her father's wrongs, and not like me reſent ? 
Could ſee the never-fading ills I ſee, | 260 
That ſprout each hour, and bloſſom on each other: 
While from the hand of her who gave me life, 
The piercing ſhaft is ſent that wounds my ſoul, 
And while within my father's injur'd houſe, 
I am conſtrain'd to dwell with his aſſaſſins; 308: 
Inſulted by them, and oblig'd to take 
The means of life from them, or yield to famine, 
Ly Oh ! what a life muſt you believe I drag ; 
What tortures bear, diſtracted, when I ſee 
Ægyſthus ſeated in my father's throne 270 
Dreſt in the ſame imperial robes of ſtate; | 
And pouring forth oblations on that ſpot, 
Where oncethe blood of Agamemnon flow'd ? 
But, Oh ! what daggers mult divide my ſoul, 

hen I behold the laſt great injury; 275 
The rude aſſaſſin in my father's bel, by 
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And guilty mother's arms P If virtue ſuffer 
To call her mother, who with rank' offence 
Has injur'd nature in her ſacred laws. 
But ſhe enjoys the wretch deform'd with blood, 289 
Nor fears the furies round th' adult'rous bed; 
But with a wicked triumph at the fact, 
Searches impatient for the welcome dax 
Whereon my father fell: Oh, horrid thought! 
And when it comes, in wanton revels, plays, 28; 
Feaſts, dances, and with 1mpious facrifice, 
Thanks all the gods for the ſucceſsful murder. 
While I, a forc'd ſpectator of their riot, 
(In mock'ry call'd the feaſt of Agamemnon) 
In ſecret mourn ; nor am allow'd to vent | 
The anguiſh of my lab'ring heart in freedom: 290 
For ſhe, with watchful and ungen'rous hate, 
Eyes my diſtreſs, and thus upbraids my pain. 
Thou ſeorn of Heav'n ! Have none butthou been griev'd ? 
Art thou the only one whoſe father dy'd? 
Be trebly curſt, and may th' infernal pow'rs 295 
Never releaſe thee from the woe thou'rt fond of, 
Such is her language; — but whene'er ſhe's told 
Oreſtes ſoon will come, then, then ſhe raves, 
And bellows loud, —Thou fource of all my cares, 300 
This is thy work, who ſtol'ſt Oreſtes from me, 
And nurſs'd him up to be thy mother's ruin : 
But thou ſhalt pay the price of all my fears. 
Thus does ſhe taunt ; while her illuſtrious ſpouſe 
Stands by ber fide, pleas'd, and provokes the conteſt; 40g 
That trifling coward, that difgrace of manhood, 
Who only wars in conſort with a woman. | 
But while I wait to fee Oreſtes here, 
To end my griefs and reſcue me, I die | 
His vengeance _— by an unkind delay; 310 
Nor leaves me preſent hope or future comfort, 
To flatter woe, and keep my ſoul alive. 
In ſuch a ſtate *tis hard to be diſcreet); 
And not accuſe the unathſting gods: 
For in ſuch ills our paſſions will tranfgreſs, 315 
Riſe with our ſuff' rings, and like them grow boundleſs ! 
Chor. Tell me, Electra, is Egyſthus nigh ?_ 


Who might, if he o'er-heard, reſent my words, : 
| Dick 
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Elec. Oh, think not Iſhovld taſte theſe gentle freedoms 
If he were nigh; but, guiltleſs of my joy, 320 
He traverſes the verdant fie'ds of Argos. | 
Cho. With greater confidence I then ſhall ſpeak 3 


Nor fear to aſk the things I long to know, 


Elidt. Secure from danger, aſk me what you pleaſe, 
Cho. Then tell me of Oreſtes, will he come ? 325 
Or is there ſtill a cauſe to keep him back? z 
Hlect. He ſays he comes, but does not what he ſays, 
Cho. Important actions move but ſlowly on. | 
Elict. I mov'd not flowly when I ſav'd his life. 
Cho, Fear not; his virtue will not fail his friends. 3;0 
Ele&. In that belief I have protracted woe. 
Cho. No more-—— I ſee Chryſothemis approach; 
Your ſiſter, Madam, this way. bends her ſteps, +» 
And in her hands ſhe bears ſepulchral oft ' rings. 


S CANE IV, 


Chryſothemis, Electra, and Chorus, 

Chry/. Why will you, ſiſter, at this public gate, 335 
Repeat your grievance in ſuch clam'rous accents ? | 
Nor let ex pei ience teach you to diſcord 
An impotent and unavailing paſſion ? 


Believe that I am conſcious of our wrongs z 


And would, if I had pow'r attempt revenge, 340 
And let my ſtrong reſentment ſtand confets'd ; | 
But when our weakneſs dictates to our wrath, 

'Tis wiſer to ſubmit with lower'd fails, 

Than to collect the ſtorm and tempt de ſtruction. 

Thus would I counfel you to ſtifle rage ; 345 
Though J confeſs your indignation juſt; | 
But if or life, or liberty be dear, | 

Ve muſt obey and ſtoop to rugged pour. 

Eltet. Tis baſe that you, from ſuch a father ſprung, 
Should in neglect of his forgotten worth, 370 
Side with the faction of an impious mother: < 
For all your counſels are by her preſcrib'd, 

And ſpeak her pleaſure but at ſecond hand, 

Unheeding girl, confeſs, and chuſe thy crime, 

That thou, or know? ſt not, or forgert'it thy duty, 355 

You ſaid but now, if you had pow'r to hate, 
_— B To 
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To hate to purpoſe, you'd avow your anger; 

Vet when 1 ſtruggle to revenge my father, 

Far from aſſiſting, you obſtruct my work. 

Is not this cowardice, or ſomething worle ? 360 

Tell me what great advantage would ariſe, 

Should I ſuſpend my grief, and put on gladueſs? 

Jo | not hve, though ill the life I lead? 

Ill as it is, it is enough for me: | 

hilft ev'ry day I interrupt their joys, | 365 

Contending ſtiil to pleaſe my father's ſhade, 

If the deceas'd are capable of pleaſure, 

While you, whole words profeſs ſuch ſpecious hate, 

Act in concurrence with the murderers. 

But would they give me all my ſifter's gifts, 379 

And all the ornamen:s in which you ſhine; ; 

] would not yield a moment to them, No: 

Let coſtly banquets load your wanton table, 

And your ſoft Hife in delicacies flow 

Give me the meaneſt neceſlary food, | 375 

The virtue which has earn'd, ſhall think it rich, 

And add a ſweetneſs to the homely diet. 

I ſcorn the guilty honours you have purchas'd, 

And ſo ſhould you in wiſdom : but, Oh, ſhime! | 

You court diſgrace, and when you might be ſtil'd 380 

The gloriaus daughter of the beſt of fathers, 

You are the mother's, her diſtinguiſnh'd darling! 

Thus at the price of cenfure, you betray 

Your friends, and fell the blood of Agamemnon !— 
Cho, For Heav'n's fake, let not anger grow between 

you: 385 

You both fpeak well, and both may be improv'd, 

It you will join, and by each other profit. 

Cry, This language I am us'd to, friends, from her, 
Nor had I now provok'd the repetition, 

B it that I heard an evil threaten her, 399 
Which would at once end theſe inceſſant wailings. 

Elec, Name it; and if you can pronounce an horror 
Greater than theſe I feel, I will obey you. 

Chry, Take then the ſum of what I can inform you: 
Unleſs you calm theſe er. they reſolve 395 
To force you hence, where you ſhall ne er behold 
The chearful light of day, but lie confined 

- — 


In ſome damp gloomy ſubterranean priſon, 
Far trom this country ; there to groan unheard, 
And breath your ſorrows *midſt unwholſome vapours. 400 
But, Oh, be wiſe; prevent the threaten'd woe; 
Nor blame your fifter, who with early care 
Would labour to divert th* unripe deſtruction. 
Elect. And have they then determined thus againſt me? 
Chry. As ſoon as e'er E2yithus ſhall return. 405 
Elect. Oh, may the threaten'd miſchief wing him hi- 
ther! | 
Chry. What horrid wiſh is this, unwary ma'd ? 
Elict. That be would come and execute his malice. 
Chry. Ha: Are you loſt to ſenſe? What would you 
aim at ? 
Elect. That I might fly from all of you, as far 410 
As earth has bounds. 
Chry. Reſpect you not your life? 
Elcct. This life is wond'rous beautiful indeed, 
Fit to be car'd for x 
Cm. — Were you wiſe it might. 
Elect. Teach me not, fiſter, to betray my friends. 
Chry. I teach you not, but to obey ſuperiors. 415 
Elect. Tis yours to flatter, I have no ſuch ſoul. 
Chry. Tis prudenr not to throw our lives away. 
Elect. But glorious'to refign them for a father. 
Chry. Our father wou!d not wiſh us to purſue 
Revenge at that raſh hazard | 
Elect.. Cowards only, 420 
And fearful ſouls, applaud ſuch tim*rous maxims. 
Chry. And will you not-be caution'd *gainſt affliftion ? 
Elect. No: for I would not quite forego my reaſon. 
Chry. Then J have done, and will purſue my orders. 
Elict. What orders !-——And to whom theſe fun'ral 
rites? B39 9 42 
Chry. The queen enjoins me on my father's tomb, 
From her to make hbations. 
Elec. How! from her? 


To make libations to that hated man? 
Chry. To him ſhe kill'd, for ſo you would infer. 
Elect. By whom perſuaded, whoſe advice was this? 430 
Chry. Tis the reſult of a nocturnal fright. 2 


Elect. Oh, all ye gods of Argos, aid me now. 
4 


Chry. 
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Chry. What grounds for hope derive you from her fears? 
Hlect. Tell me the viſion, and I'll then reſolve you. 
Chry. Alas ! I know but little 
Ele, Tell me then 435 
That little !-— Little ſentences and words | 
Have often rais'd, and ruin'd men as oft. 
Chry, Lis whiſper'd, that ſhe ſaw our father come 
Again to light, and feem*d once more his wife: 
That he took in his hand the regal ſcepter, 440 
(Which once he bore, but now Ægyſthus bears) 
Ard fix'd it in the earch ; when ſtrait there ſprang 
From it a thriving branch, which flouriſh'd wide, 
And over-ſhadow'd all Mycenæ's land. 
This did I learn from one who was at hand, 445 
When to the riſing ſun ſhe told her viſion, 
To deprecate it's omen, More I know not, 
But that theſe rites are owing to its horrors, 
Elect. Now I conjure you, by our genial gods, 
Obey me; fall not into raſh offence ; 450 
But, e'er it be too late, avoid pollution. 
And, deareſt filler, let no part of thoſe 
Deſign'd oblations touch my father's tomb; 
For tis not juſt, to bring his injur'd ſhade 
Unhallow'd off rings from an impious hand: 
But give them to the winds ; or hide them deep 455 
In earth, at diſtance from his awefu! tomb. 
Let the earth keep them for her fun' al honours, 
The fitteſt off 'rings to adorn her grave, | 
Had ſhe not been the vileſt of her ſex, "LA 
She would not ſacrifice to him ſhe ſlew. 460 
How do you think his injur'd ghoſt will bear | 
To taile the off rings which are ſent by her; 
Who, not content to rob him of his life, 
Mangled and hack'd him to diſarm refentment ; 
And ſtrove to wipe th' abomination off. 465 
Will impious off rings ſatisfy for murder? 
And weak libations purge the guilt of blood ? 
No; fling th' offenſive ſacrifice away; 
And from our heads let each preſent a lock 
Of ſupplicating hair: too mean the gift! 470 
But all I have to give, except this girdle ; | 
Which t. ke, however plain and unadorn'd, 
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Proſtrate, 


Proſtrate, invoke him to ariſe from earth; 

To come propitious and deſtroy our foes ;. | 

And ſend Oreſtes, with avenging force, -—© 475 
To ſtrike the hoſtile tyrants to the earth: f 

Then ſhall we richer facrifices pay, 

And croun his athes with-more grateful off*rings.. 

My heart ſuggelts, the care of our revenge 

Employs his ghoſt, and ſent the hideous dream: 480 
Therefore, my ſiſter, aid the gen*rous work; 

The cauſe of you, and me, and that dear man, 


Our common parent, who is nom no more. 


Cho. The virgin fpeaks with piety, and you. 

In wiſdom ſhould pertorm the duteous office. © - 48g 
Ch:y. Iwill: for 'tis a vain and ſenſcleſs ſtriſe, 

For two to differ in a work thut's juſt, 

And aſks diſpatch. But now thar J conſent, 

By Heav'n ! you muſt be filent, friends; for1f 


M' inraged mother ſhould diſcover ought, © 490 
I might have cauſe to mourn the bold attempt. 


- [Exit Chryſothemis. 
e. 
CHORUS. 
Electra remains on the flage while the Chorus ſin ge. 
n 


Cho. Or my prophetie ſoulmiſtakes,.. 
5 Or I in hope from reaſon err; 
| Or-vengeance ſwift advances makes, | 
Upon the conſcience-haunted murderer. 495 
Daughter, ſhe comes; ſhe comes away 
With, pow'r and juſtice in array; 
I'm ſtrong in hope, the boding dream, 
The herald of her aweful terrors came. : 
Ihe king's reſentments ſhall not ceaſe, go 
Nor ſhall he bury wrongs but in redreſs, 
Fhe vengeful axe that gave the impious blow, 
Mindful of th' imperial woe, | 
To hell and heav'n calls out aloud | 
For retribution, and for blood. vo 
oY B 3 0 The 
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The brazen-footed fury ſhall appear 
With hundred feet, and hundred hands; 
To execute her fell commands, 

Who yet conceals her wrathful ſpear, 
Unſeen ſhe does her future work ſurvey, 
And hovers o'er her unfuſpecting prey. 

For impious acts have ſtain'd the royal bed; 
Acts at which Hymen ſtood ditmay'd, 
While by concerted guile bn 

To give adult'ry ſcope, the huſband bled, 

But I. in hope, foreſee fome dire event, 
The threat'ning viſions of the night 
Shall have their force, nor be content 
To puniſh guilt with bare affright. 


510 


$3. 


Let birds, dreams, divinations loſe their force, $20 


And ſolemn oracles no more diſcourſe ; 
If this appearance paſſes hence 
Without an happy conſequence, 


III. 


Oh, inauſpicious chariot- race, 

Which love- inſtructed Pelops won; 

What mighty miſchiefs haſt thou done, 

To this ill-fated place? 

For e' er ſince Myrtilus was thrown 

Headlong from the chariot, down 

The promontory's horrid brow w- 
Into the ſuffocating ſurge below ; 
Unnumber'd evils have befall'n the ſtate ; 
And Argos felt ſucceffive ſtorms of fate, 


Exp of the Fizsr Acr. 
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ACT Il. SCENE I. 
Clytemneſtra, Electra and Chorus. 


| CLYTEMNESTRAs | 

OU RE free, you think, and now may walk at large, 

Becauſe you know ÆEgyſthus is not here; 

Who would confine your walks, not let you range, 

To vent your ſpleen, and execrate our friends, 

But in his abſence you regard not me; * 
I am the theme of your unmanner'd rail:ngs ; 

You brand me with injuſtice ; ſay, I'm fierce, 

And play the tyrant over you and yours, 

But I abuſe you not; I only pay 

Your handſome compliments to me in kind ; Ty 
And, firſt inſulted, but return reproach, 

And ftill your father is the, ſtale pretence, 

As if I murder'd him: I did, I oven it; 

Town I did it; and 'twas bravely done. 

Juſtice commanded, and I gave the blow ; 1 5 
And you, if wiſe, had help'd the glorious work: | 
For he whom you ſo obltinately mourn, 
Murder'd your ſiſter; he, of all the Greeks 

Could find a daughter for a ſacrifice, | 

And bore to ſee her butcher'd. Cruel man! 20 
A ſtranger to the pangs of bleeding nature, | 
Nor conſcious of the pains a mother feels. 

And then, for whom was this fair victim ſlain? 

Was it for Greece? You will not ſurely ſay it? 

Had Greece the liberty to kill my daughter? 28 
Or was't not for his brother Menelaus * | 
(Oh, juſtly did he die, who kill'd my child!) 

Had not his brother children of his own ? | 
*Twas juſter far they both had dy'd than ſhe ; 
Both for their father and their mother dy'd, 30 
On whoſe account alone the war began. 
Or did the partial God of Hell prefer 
My daughter's blood to any ſecond victim? 
Or had your execrable father loſt 

A parent's love, but Menelaus not? 35 
Do not theſe acts proclaim him raſh and impious? 1 
Whate'er you think, my cenſure has condemn'd him 


. 
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And ſo would injur'd Iphigenia too, 

Could the departed ſpeak, accuſe her father. 

I do not then repent of what I did; 

But if you think I ought, take heed you ſpeak 

In terms of calm reſpect, and urge your reaſons. 
Elect. You cannot plead that you were now provok'd, 

And therefore did retort opprobrious language. | 

But might I be permitted, I would try | 4s 

To plead my father's cauſe, and ſiſter's too. | 

C9. You may: and did you always thus addreſs me, 

＋ would ſpare you that reproach you murmur at. 
Ele, Firſt, you confeſs that you my father flew ; ; 


46 


And can there be a blacker crime that this; co 


The cauſe be juſt or no? But that it was not, 

Fll ſhew you; drawn by your adult'rous love, 

Not for your daughter, but your preſent ſpouſe, 

You did the action. Aſk Diana why, 

Why ſhe delay'd fo long the courted winds * 55 
Or what the goddeſs will not, I will tell you. Sh 
*Tis ſaid, my father, ſporting iu her grove, 

Put up a noble-ſpotted branching flag; 

And as he chas'd and flew the glorious prey, 

In triumph utter'd ſome unhappy word. 

The goddeſs, to revenge th' inſult, detain'd 

Fhe fleet in Aulis, till my wretched fire 

Should make atonement with his daughter's blood. 
Thus fell ſhe ; nor could any meaner bribe 
Purchaſe a wind to (well their flagging fails ;: 65 
For which, and not for Menelaus's ſake, "+ 


"With ſtruggling ſorrows and reluctant Pang, 


At laſt he yielded to the ſacrifice, 

But had he done it for his brother's ſake, 

Should you have kill'd him therefore? By what law ? 70 
Take heed, leſt you repent the rules you make 


By your on laws yourſelf will ſtand condemn' d: 


It murder mult with murder be repaid, 

Juſtice will tell you, you are next to bleed; 

Thus ev'n your own defence was turn'd againſt Jou. 75 
But tell me, if you can, on what account 


Vou now perſiſt in execrable guilt ? 


Why have you commerce with the bloody wretch, 
Who was th” abettor. of your horrid crime? 
Why propagate by him a lawleſs brood, 


55 


* 


65 


. 21 


And banifh far into another land 

The virtuous offspring of your huſband's bed ? 

Can this be reconcil'd? Or will you ſay 

Theſe are the farther proofs of your revenge ? 

is baſe to ſay it; it can ne'er be good 85 
To wed a traitor for a daughter's fake. 

Yet, deaf to juſt re proof, you ſpurn at counſel ; 


Cry, that 'tis inſolence t' upbraid a parent; 


And ſhoot with all the arrows of your tongue. 

J have a miſtreſs, not a mother in you, 90 
Oppreſs'd with hardſhips, and condemn'd to all | 
That you and your curs'd conſort will impoſe. 

Nay, ſcarce my brother did eſcape your rage ; 

Who wears out wretched life in anxious exile, 

The ſaving whom you oft upbraid me with; 95 
And ſay, I nouriſh a revenger for you! | 
And be aſſur d, I wanted not the will; 
Therefore proclaim me to the world at large; 
Brand me with impudence; call me foul railer; 


The ſignal characters ſhall make me known, 100 


And mark me out for Clytemneſtra's daughter ! 

Cho, I ſee, her fierce reſentment blazes high, 
Regardleſs whether reaſon rules her anger. 

Cly. And what regards can ſhe receive from me, 
Who thus upbraids and vilifies her mother? 10 
Preſumptuous wretch ! Believe you not, my friends, 
She has forgot to bluſh at any action? 

Elect. Oh, you miſtake II bluſh at what I do; 
And am too ſenfible the words I ſpeak 5 
But ill become my ſtation, age or fortunes; 110 
But your vile actions and malignant ſoul 
Have forc'd me to be rude againſt my will; 

Forevils ſpring and flouriſh by example. | 

Cly. Injurious railer! do my actions teach, 

Do they inſtruct your tongue to grow offenſive ? 115 

Elect. Tis your offence that ſpeaks; you do the things, 
Which done, in proper language muſt be told. 

Cly. Now, by Diana, when ÆEgy ſthus comes, 

You ſhall not thus inſult me unreveng' d. | 

Elect. You rob me of the liberty you gave; 120 
You bade me ſpeak, but will not hear with temper, 

. Will you not ſuffer me to make oblations, 


But 
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But interrupt with inauſpicious words, 
Becauſe I bade you ſpeak? 
Elec. Go on, perform 
Th' intended rites ; I will no longer ſtop 
The meritorious office, but be ſilent. 
Cly. Then liſt thou up the ſuppliant fruits on An 
[To her uns, 
Which, offer'd to the ſacred God of Day, 
Shall free me from the fears which now I bear. 
Oh, Phoebus ! thou, whoſe hallow'd image ſtands 130 
Before this palace, hear my hidden ſenſe; 
] ſpeak not among friends, nor is it fate 
Here to unfold the ſecrets of my heart 
Betore thy. radiant light, when ſhe is by ; 


125 


Leſt with her envy, and her babbling tongue, 135 


She ſpread the ſtory over all the city. 
But hear me thus The viſion of lait night, 
The doubtful dream, which fleeping I beheld, 
If it be proſperous, Oh, Lycian King, 
Fulfil and ratify its kind intents ; - 
If ill, turn all its horrors on my foes ; 
Nor proſper thoſe who would diſturb my ſtate, 
And plot in private to undo my pow'r. 
Thus let me always live, from danger free, 
And rule this kingdom and this houſe as now; 145 
Join'd to thoſe friends to whom I now am join'd ; 
till crown'd with bliſs, and with ſuch children who 
Nor hate, nor enviouſly diſturb my joys. 
Grant this, Apollo, and look down propitious; 
Grant this, and in the manner which I aſk: 1599 
The reſt thou knou'ſt, altho? I ſpeak it not; | 
For gods have pow'r to read our inmoſt thoughts, 
And nought is hidded from the ſons of Jove. 


Governor, Clytemneſtra, Electra, and Chorus. 


Gov. Ve virgins, may a ſtranger hope to learn, 
If this tall fabric be the royal palace ? 155 
Cho. It is. | 

Gov, —— And this the Queen whom I behold'? 


Her dreſs and perſon ſpeak th imperial rank. 


Chou 


35 


45 


55 


A buſineſs of concern 


Cho, You're right; *us ſhe, ' 

Gov, = Then hail, Ob, Queen! I come 
To bring you and Ayyſthus grateful news 
From one who is your friend, 

Cly, —— I embrace the news 
But next inform me from what friend you come. 

Gov. From Phocis, from Phanoteus, to relate 


Cly —— Pronounce it, ſtranger ; 
The man you come from ſpeaks the errand good, 
Gov. To ſum up all, Oreſtes 1s no more, 


166 


165 


Eleck. Ah, wretched maid! it brings me to the graves, 


Cly. What {aid you, ſtranger? Liſten not to her. 


Gov. I ſay again, Oreſtes is no more. 
Ele&. I periſh with him, and am too no more! 
Cly. At. diſtance howl ! 
ceed, 
Inſtruct us in the manner of his fate. 


Gow. To this was I employ'd - Know, mighty Queen, 


When young Oreſſes at the plains arriv'd, 

Where Grecia celebrates her Pythian games 
Soon as the herald's ſhrill- pro laĩiming voice 
Summon'd each champion ta the noble ſports, 
Fre enter'd the broad liſts, bright as a god, 

The admiration of the throng'd ſpectators ! 
were endleſs ro recount the things he did; 
Thro' all the ſtated courſe of games he ran, 

And bore in triumph ev'ry prize away. | 
The happy youth was hymn'd by ev'ry tongue; 
Proclaim'd loud by th' herald's voice an Argive, 
By name Oreſtes, Agamemnon's fon, 


The General of Greece !— And thus he flouriſh'd. 


But when the gods oppoſe the mightieſt man, 

The mortal finks beneath th* unequal match! 

For when the next ſucceeding morn aroſe, 
Changing the nature of the luſty conteſts ; 

Oreſtes with the rival troop advanc'd, 

And ſigh'd for conqueſt in the chariot- race. 

But Fate decreed not ſo; for when his ſteeds, 
True to his hopes, ſucceſsful wing'd their way ; 
Ard almoſt crown'd him with the prom:s'd prize: 
Turning the goal with a miſtaken breadth, 


Bur, ſtranger, you pro- 
170 
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He ſtruck unwary on the outmoſt column, 

And broke his axle ſhort—He, with the ſhock, 

Fell from his ſeat, and in the twiſted harneſs 

Intangled hung—Him, thus precipitate, 

The trighted horſes, with confuſion wild, 208 

Dragg'd to the middle courſe. With yells and ſhrieks 

The pirying crowd beheld, and mourn'd the youth, 

Fal''n from renown, and loſt to future conqueſts ! 

Now duſh'd againſt the ground, and now aloft 

Rebounding furious; till the charioteers 205 

(But, Oh, too late !) ſtopp'd his unruly ſteeds, | 

And loos'd him, with unſeemly wounds deform'd, 

Forn, bruis'd, disfigur'd, and no longer known 

To be Oreſtes, by his deareſt friends! 

Some Phocian men, appointed to the taſk, 210 

Strait burnt his body, and have brought, inurn'd, 

His duſt, the poor remains of all his greatneſs, 

To find a tomb in his paiernal ſoil. 

Such was his death ; how terrible to hear ! 

Bat, Oh, how more afflicting to the fight ! 215 

The worſt of ſpectacles theſe eyes have ſeen. a 
Cho, Alas! alas! then all my maſter's race 

Are per:{t\'d, rooted up, and quite extinguiſh'd, 
Ch. Oh, Jove! what news is this? Ot joy, or horror? 

That crowns with ſafety, yet with ſorrow wounds; 

W hilſt to aſſure my lite, | loſe my ſon, 220 
Gov. Why does the preſent ſtory make you ſad? 
Cly. I feel the mother ſtruggling in my ſoul. 

Ge. Vain and unwelcome then is this my labour. 
C'y. How vain, or how unwelcome? Since you come 225 


To bring me certain tokens of his death, 


Who, tho' my ſon, and nauriſh'd from my breaſt, 

Yer who forſook me, like a vagrant fled, | 

And choſe a ſtranger's for his mother's houſe 

Who never ſaw me ſince he left the land; 230 
But, branding me with parricide, he ſtill 

Witb rebel menaces has ſtabb'd my peace. 

I ſcarce have ſlept by night, or wak'd by day, 

Secure or pleaſant; but each anxious minute 

Seem'd but a ſhort reprieve from inſtant death, 235 


But this kind morn diſburthens me of fear, 


From him, and her; from her, the greater p'ague! 


Becauſe 


0 $ 


r z 


226 


ES SE TR. A. Wo 
Becauſe domeſtic, in my boſom warm'd, 
Th' ungrateful ſerpent ſucks my vital blood. 
But hurt no longer by her taunting malice, 249 
My eaſy life ſhall flow with pleaſure-on. 
Ele&, Wretched Electra Nov it's time to mourn 
Thy fate, Oreſtes, when thy mother triumphs 
In thy deſtruction thus Gods! is it well ? 
Cy. With him 'tis wond'rous well, tho? not with 
thee. EY t TES 245 
Elect. Avenging goddeſs, hear her contumelies ! 
Cly. She has already heard, and well determin'd, 
Ele. Ay, now inſult ; your joys indeed are full. 
Cly. And can Oreſtes help to make them lefs ? | 
Elect. No; we mult drop our unperforming anger. 250 
Cly. Oh, ſtranger, you, indeed, deſerve our love, 
If you have ſilene'd her malignant clamours, 
Gov, My taſk is finiſn'd; I may now depart. 
Cly. Not ſo, my friend; it would diſhonour us, 
And him that ſent you, thus to let you go. 255 
Enter the palace, and let's leave this railer 
To howl abroad, and ſpread her ſtubborn grief. 
[ Exeunt Clytemneſtra, Attendants and Governor, 


-:$CENE III. 
Electra and Chorus, 


Fl:#. Had ſhe the marks of ſorrow Did the wretch 
Confeſs deſpair, or like a mother mourn ? 
But with malignant pleafure ſtalk'd away! 260 
Deareſt Oreſtes, how haſt thou undone me ! 
Thy fate has kill'd me, raviſh'd all the hopes 
On which my ſoul had fix'd her laſt ſupport, 
That thou would'ſt one day come, and with thy hand 
Revenge my father and unhappy me ! 2bg 
Now where ſhall J retreat, forlorn, depriv'd 
Ot thee, and of my father? Now again, 
I muſt be dragg'd to ſerve the curſed men 
Who kill'd my father. Can ſweet Heav'n permit? 


No, by the gods, I will no louger dwell _ 270 
Beneath the hated roof which covers them : 

But here on earth will make my humble bed, 

And mourn, till life is * away in ſadneſs. 1 
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If I'm a torment, let them kill me ſtrait ; 
For I am fick of life, and fain would die: 
When life is irkſome, death is a relief. 


SCENE IV. 
Electra yoins in the Chorus. 
I, 


Cho, Does not Apollo ſee ? Will Jove not hear ? 
When will it thunder, if it now be clear? 
Ele. Alas! my fate 
Do. Why weep'ſt thou ſo ? 
Ele. Oh! 
Cho, Soften thy tumultuous woe. 
£1:8. You kill me if you ſtop my grief. 
Cho. How?” 
Ela. By —_— vain relief. 
By offering comfort to reſtore, 
When he in whom I hop'd 1s now no more. 
By ſuch unavailing care 
' inſult my griefs, and aggravate deſpair, 


II. 


¶ Lo. The fate of Amphiaraus know, 
By female avarice betray'd: 
A victim to his wife's perſuaſions made: 
But now the monarch in the ſhades below 
Ele&. Oh, killing thought! | 
Cho, Immortal reigns ; 
| A prophet in th' Elyfian plains, 
Elect. Woe on the cauſe! | 
Cho. Ay, woe, indeed, 
On th' accurſed matron's head! 
Klect. But ſhe too late her treaſon rued. 
Cho. I grant, revenge her crime purſued, 
Elect. That injur'd monarch found a ſon 
His diſcontented ſhade t* appeaſe ; 
But my unhappy fire has none 
To give the plaintive phantom eaſe, 
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III, 


ee 1 


J. 
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III, 


Cho. Oh, virgin, great is thy diſtreſs ! 


Elec. 


Too well I know - 
The weight of my oppreſſing woe; 


Of griefs ſucceſſive, long, and numberleſs ! 
Cho. With juſtice you of miſery complain, 30g 
Elect. Therefore no longer wound my ear 


Cho. 
Ele# . 


With Comfort's voice; nor hope to chear 
My ſoul, that ne'er ſhall taſte again —— 
What ſay'ſt thou, maid ? 
—— —— The ſweets of peace, 

Ne'er be charm'd to joy or eaſe ; 310 
Now the gen'rous youth is gone, = 
Hope and vengeance are undone. 


IV. 


Death is the portion of mankind. 
But not like him, by furious courſers borne, 
Bruis'd, disfigur'd, mangled, torn, 316 


Shall all a death of horror find ? 


Dark, unforeſeen is fate's ſurpriſe. 
His fate was unforeſeen indeed. 

In a foreign land to bleed; | 
Without theſe hands to cloſe his eyes. 32S 


Cho. Unhappy Prince ! 


Ele, 


No obſequies to have; 


Nor weeping friends to mourn thee to the grave, 


Exp of the Second Aer. 
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ATT. 
Chryſothemis, Electra, and Chorus. 
CHRYSOTHEMIS. 


OR joy, my deareſt, I forgot my ſex, . 
Neglected decency, and ran impatient 


To brin 
Will en 


& you grateful news ; whoſe glad ſurpriſe 


thoſe ills which you ſo long have mourn'd. 
75 x 6. 0 | — 


28 .. 


Elec. Where canſt thou find a cure for my misfor- 
tunes, s | 5 
On which no beam of comfort e'er can dawn ? 

rv. Enlarge thy hopes: Oreſtes is arriv'd ; 
| Arriv'd as ſurely as I live to ſpeak it. 

El:8, Or rather doſt thou rave, unhappy girl! 

And ſport with my afflictions and thy own. 10 

Chry. By all the gods, I do not trifle with you, 

Or dally with your woes, but know he's come. 

Elect. By what unerring arguments convinc'd, 
That you ſo ſtrongly bend to their report. 

Chry. I owe not to report th' uncertain tale, I; 
But to theſe eyes, that ſaw th* unerring figns. 

- Elea. What ſigns ? What could'ſt thou fee, too cre- 
To kindle this fantaſtic fever up:? {d'lous maid ? 
Chry. Hear, I conjure you, ere you quite condemn, 
And judge, if reaſon warrant my aſſertion. 20 

Ele. If the relation gives you pleaſure, ſpeak, 

Chry. Thus, then: As I approach'd the hatlow'd tomb 
Wherein my father's peaceful aſhes lie, N 
I ſaw the ground with ſtreams of milk diſtain'd, 

Freſh pour'd, and flowing from the tufted hillocks; 25 

And all the flowers the genial ſeaſon yields, po 

Strew'd in a circle coun Fab ſepulchre. 

I ſaw, and wond'red ; and look'd all around, 

Leſt any one unſeen ſhould ſteal upon me, 5 

And interrupt my ſearch, But when I ſaw 39 

All things in ſolitude and perfect reſt, | 

] nearer to the tomb advanc'd, and there, 

Upon the utmoſt pile, a lock of hair, | 

Freſh cut, in waves was ſpread ; when ſtraight my ſoul 

Preſented young Oreſtes to my thoughts, 35. 

And whiſper'd me, *twas his which I beheld : 

The tokens of that dear-lov'd man's return. 

I took it up, and ſpoke auſpicious words, 

And my glad eyes o'erflow'd with tears of joy. 

And then my conſcious ſoul believ'd as now, 40 

Thoſe fun'ral honours came from none but him, 

To whom but me, or you, belong'd this office ? 

I did it not, I'm ſure ; nor you, I think: 

How could you, who from hence are not allow'd 

A moment's abſence, tho' to worſhip Heav'n? 15 
Jy 


My mother ſhe delights not in ſuch acts; 

Nor could ſhe do it, but we muſt have known. 

None but Oreſtes then could pay theſe honours, 

Have comfort, fiſter ; not the ſame harſh god 

With unremitting fury ſtill purſues ; 50 

The ſtorm o'erblown, a pleaſing calm ſucceeds ; 

Ta-day, perhaps, the low'ring ſeene will change, 

Revive our ſouls, and brighten them with gladneſs, 
Ele, Oh, ſenſeleſs raptures ! how I pity thee ! | 
Chry, What! is the news ungrateful then at laſt? 55 
Elect. 2 know not where you are, nor what you 

ak, | 
Chry. Do 1 not know what theſe my eyes beheld ? 
Elect. Loſe not an hope ih ſearch of poor Oreſtes, 
Nor build thy ſafety there ; for he—is dead. 
Chry. Oh, beav'ns! where did you learn the fatal 
news? 60 
Elect. From one who ſtood and ſaw the youth expire. 
Chry. I ſtand amaz'd! Where is this fatal herald ? 
Elect. Carefs'd within, and welcome to my mother. 
Chry. Oh, fatal! Whoſe were all thoſe off 'rings then, 

Which grac'd my father's tomb ? 8 
Elect.. — We muſt ſuppoſe 65 

Some friend has plac'd them there, the monuments 

Ot dead Oreſtes' love. | 
Chry, —— Deceitful joy ! 

I baſted, raviſh'd with the ſtrong delight, 

Nor dreamt of this diſaſtrous turn of fate. 

But now too well I find our former ills 70 

Maintain their ground, and call up freſh afflictions ! 

Elect. Too true th' increaſe ; but if you'll learn of me, 

I'll teach you how we may redeem ourſelves, 

Chry. Oh, can we raiſe the dead to life again? 
Elec. Believe not my conceits tow'r up to madneſs, 7g 
Chry, What would'ſt thou then preſcribe, that I can 
El-#. Reſolve but to perform what I adviſe, faidin? 
Chry. If to our honour, fear not a repulſe. | 
Elect. Think, nothing can without ſome pains ſucceed, 
Chry. I do, and will contribute to my pow'r. 80 
El:&. Hear then the reſolution I have form'd; 
Twere vain to urge our want of friends to you, 
Who know that we have _ that cruel death 
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Has torn them hence, and we are left alone. 
While yet Oreſtes liv'd, my flatter'd grief 
Encourag'd hopes that he would one day come, 
And ſatisfy my father's crying blood: 

But, vow he is no more, I look on you, 

To aid your fiſter in the pious work; 

And help to kill th? aſſaſſin, curs'd Ægy ſthus! 


I'll ſpread the counſels of my ſoul before you, 


And we with open boſoms will converſe. | 
Why ſbould you ſtill be paſſive in your wrongs ? 
Is there redreſs in hope, but from ourſelves ? 
Does not oppreſſion 3 us every way? 

Are we not ſpoil'd of our paternal rights? 
Debarr'd of Hymen's joys, and waſting all 

Our bloom of life in virgin ſolitude ? 

And, Oh, believe it mult be ever thus! 

Nor will the tyrant's caution give us room 

To propagate a race to his deſtruction. 

But if you'll follow the advice I give, 

Your fire and brother ſhall conſpire to praiſe, 
And, from the grave, applaud the gen'rous action. 
Then ſhall you be ſaluted, noble, free, 

As nature and your princely birth delign'd ; 
And worthy youths ſhall ſigh for your embrace, 


For virtue is a charm fires every breaſt. 


Do you not ſee what glory, what applauſe, 

You purchaſe to yourſelf and me by this? 

What citizen, what ſtranger, ſeeing us, 

Will not with theſe encomiums mark us out 
Behold the ſiſters— friends, the rival pair, 

Who from deſtruction rais'd their father's houſe ! 
Who brav'd the fury of triumphant foes, - 
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110 
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Attack'd their pomp, and ſtruck the righteous blow; 


Of life regardleſs ! Theſe ſhould always be 
'The ſubjects of our wonder and our love; 


Theſe ſhould be honour'd, courted, and proclaim'd, 


And in our feaſts, aſſemblies and our ſtreets, 
Hymn'd and diſtinguiſh'd for heroic ſouls! 
Such language ſhall we hear from every tongue, 
And live eternal in the voice of fame. 

Follow me, then; revenge your father's blood; 
Make dead Oreſtes ſmile, and reſcue me; 


120 


129 


Reſcue 


E , 


* 


BE Oo, 5 3? 


Reſcue yourſelf ; ſhake off the guilty chain: 

For gen'rous ſouls diſdain a vile dependance. 
Cho. Prudence is uſeful in affairs Hke theſe, 

To counſel, or embrace th* important taſk. | 

Cbry. Had ſhe but weigh'd her words before ſhe 

ſpoke, 130 

She would have kept what now ſhe has not done, 

A modeſt prudence, and an uſeful caution. 

What proſpect of ſucceſs, that thus you arm, 

And aſk me to affiſt the daring work? 

Regard your feeble ſex and tender form, 136 

In ſtrength inferior to the foes you brave : 

8 Behold how Fortune wooes them with her ſmiles, 

While we are cruſn'd by fate, and waſte to nothing. 

Who then, invading one defended thus, 

But muſt expect the death he thought to give? 149 

Take heed we do not aggravate our ills, 

And purchaſe new diſtreſs, if overheard: 

Poor is th? advantage of that vain renown, 

Which, panting to obtain, we earn by death! 28 

Tho' death, perhaps, will be eſteem'd a mercy; 145g 

And when *tis courted, life ſhall be our doom; 8 

To ſuffer on, and taſte protracted anguiſh, 

But, I conjure you, ere we furious run 

Into the gripe of Fate, and caſt away 

The laft remains of Agamemnon's blood, 1 50 

Reſtrain your rage, and what your raſnneſs utter'd 

dhall periſh, and be loſt to my remembrance. 

Be wiſe at length, taught by prevailing woe; 

And, fince unable to contend, ſubmit. 

Cho. Be rul'd; for wiſdom and a prudent mind, 15g 
Are the two greateſt goods that men enjoy. MY 
El:#. Your anſwer does not diſappoint my thoughts; 

For well I knew you would reject the work: 

Therefore the noble taſk remains for me. 

It muſt be done, and ſhall not want a hand. 160 
Chry, Oh, had you been of this heroic ſoul 

When firſt my father fell, you'd done it then! 
Elect. I had the ſoul, but wanted years for action. 
Chry. And want them ſtill for deſp'rate acts like theſe. 
Elect. How full of counſel! barren of aſſiſtance! 16g 
Cry, For raſh attempts oft cruſh their wretched _— 

2 | I 
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Elect. Your wiſdom I admire, your fears I hate. 
Chry. The time will come when I ſhall have your praiſe, 
Elect. The time will never come, when you'll de- 
ſerve it. | | 
Chry. Th' event of things will beſt determine this. 170 
Elect. Begone; for I expect no aid from thee. 
Chry. You might. The fault is in your own reſolves. 
Elect. Go, and betray my counſels to the Queen! 
Chry. I nouriſh not an hate that thirſts your ruin. 
Elect. Yet you could brook to draw me todiſhonour, 175 
Chry. Not to diſhonour, but to prudent care. | 
Zlect. Muſt I then follow where your fancy leads ? 
Chry. When you think better, you ſhall lead 
Ele. | "Ts ſtrange, 
That ſhe who ſpeaks ſo well ſhould act ſo ill. 
Cum. The condemnation on yourſelf returns. 180 
Ele&. But does not juſtice warrant my deſigns! 
Chry. Tis dang'rous to be always ſtrictly juſt, 
Elect. Such maxims ne'er ſhall regulate my actions. 
Chry. You would have cauſe to thank me if they did, 
Zlect. By Heav'n, I'll not be ſcar'd from my re- 
ſolves. | 18g 
Chry. And will you not be wrought to ſafer counſels ? 
Ele&. No; evil counſel is the worſt of things. 
Chry. You ſet a wrong conſtruction on my words. 
Ele, My purpoſe is not new, a ſtart of paſſion; 
But weighed with reaſon, and confirm'd by time. 190 
Cry. I'm gone, fince you my reaſons diſapprove, 
As I your actions. 
Elea, 
I would not load you with my ſecrets more, | 
Tho? you ſhould kneel in tears, and beg to ſhare them : 
It argues folly to purſue a trifle. 195 
Chry. Enjoy your fancied wiſdom by yourſelf; 
When ruin'd, you'll too late approve my caution, 


[Exit Chry ſothemis. 


Wherefore go you not? 
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SCENE II. 
CHORU 6 


Electra remains on the Stage while the Chorus fingso : 


5 hos 


| And 


* 


Why, when th' inhabitants of air, 
With tender duty, grateful care, 
Grant their aged parents food 
To whom their little ſouls they ow'd ; 
Why do not reas'ning men the ſame, 
their whole lives by. thoſe dumb patterns frame ? 
But by Jove's ſhafts with terror bright, 
By heav'nly Themis, and eternal right, 205 
The wretch that dares their pow'r, ſhall ſoon 
Be from his guilty triumphs thrown, 
Thou, Fame, that doſt all mortal actions know, 
Thy melancholy trumpet blow; 
ierce the centre with the ſound, 
The ears of the Atridæ woundg 
Whilſt thou doſt a tale relate, 
Full of ſorrow, full of fate ! 


Fl 
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How all their houſe in wild diſorder ſtands ; 


The children diſunite their friendly hands ; 


215 


How Electra, wretched maid! 


Forlorn, t' a thouſand ills betray d, 


For her father melts in rears, 

And a conſtant ſorrow wears: 

As in ſorrow-ſinging ſtrains 

The mournful nightingale complains. 
Fearleſs of danger and of death, 

She would a ales obtain, 


220 


Would ſee the two domeſtic furies lain, 


And in the glorious caule reſign her breath. 


Can live a ſlave to guilt and impious ſcorn ? 


226 
For who, of noble parents born, 
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The well. deſcended and the great, 
Throw off the vile ineumb'ring weight 
Of things that would obſcure their fame, 
Aſſert their glory, and redeem their name. 

Thou, Oh, noble, wretched fair! 

Who haſt a life of irkſome woes 

Before diſhoneſt honours choſe ; 
Thou ſhalt double praiſes wear; 
Stand eternally renown'd, 

With juſtice and with wiſdom crown'd. 


IV. 


Oh, may'ſ thou live, ſucceed, and grow, 
In ſtrength above the tyrants? ſoar ; 
As much as now thou art below, 

And cruſh'd by their injurious pow'r. 
I've ſeen thee ſtruggling with thy fate, 
Inimitably fine; 25 
Amidſt thy ſorrows reſolutely great, 

Religious, conſtant, and divine. 


ENp of the TrxirD Aer. 
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ACT iv. SCENE I. 


Oreſtes, Pylades, Electra, Chorus, and Attendants on 


Oreſtes. 


Ox Es TES. 
E virgins, will your goodneſs ſet me right, 


If, mifinform'd by guides, I tread erroneous? 
Cho. Whom do you ſeek, or whither would you go? 
Oreſt. My ſearch determines in Agyſthus? palace. 


Cho. This is the dome: accuſe not your director. 
Oref/. Which of you will inform the royal houſe, 


Some Phocian men have buſineſs with Agyſthus ? 


5 


Elect. Oh, heav*ns! are theſe the meſſengers of fate, 


Who bring the proots of the report we heard ? 


Oreſf. 


40 


46 
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Ore. 1 know not what you heard; but aged Stro- 
pPhius = 10 
Diſpatch'd me here with news about Oreſtes. 
Elect. What is it, ſtranger? Oh, I ſhake for fear! 
Ore/?. In that ſmall urn we bring the ſmall remains 
Of his dead body. 
Eleft, —— Oh, my wretched ſtate! 
Then is the meaſure of my ſorrows full, 16 
Oreſt. If theſe your tears are for Oreſtes ſhed, 
Know, that this urn contains the man you mourn, 
Ele4, Oh, then, if ever pity touch'd your breaſt, 
permit me to receive it in theſe arms; 
To mourn my own and his diſaſtrous fate, 20 


And waſh his aſhes with unfeigned tears. 


Oreſt. Whoe'er ſhe be, ſurrender her the urn; 
She aſks not like a foe ; but all her words 
Beſpeak a friend's concern, or kindred love. 
El:#, Oh, dear memorial of my deareſt friend! 25 
Ye ſcanty relics of Oreſtes I- Oh, f 
How different from him my hopes had form'd ! 
From him I ſent, do I receive you now ? 
Diſſolv'd to duſt, and crumbling into nothing. 
I ſent you forth a glorious blooming child; | 30 
But, Oh, that I had dy'd an hundred times, | 
Ere thus condemn'd you to a luckleſs exile ! 
Stol'n from thy mother's rage, and ſav'd from flaughter 
For on that day thou might'ſt have fall'n ſecure, 
And had a ſhare of Agamemnon's tomb 35 
Now far from home, ſtretch'd on a foreign ſhore 
You periſh'd —— There no ſiſter was at hand, 
To waſh thy cold and ſtiffen'd limbs, or bear 
Atorch to kindle up thy fun'ral flame. 
But dreſs'd by ſtrangers? hands at length you come, 40 
A little body in a little urn. 
Alas, my* unprofitable nurſing cares, 
The buſy offices I paid your youth, 
My plcaſing labours o'er your infant years, 
Are come to nought ! Electra rear'd thee up, 45 
And with her fondneſs eas'd th' attendant's taſk ; 
View'd thee with joy above thy mother's raptures, 
And prov'd thy ſiſter in diſtinguiſh'd paſſion. 
But one curs'd day has mow'd down all my * a 
ne, 


Wo ELECTRA 


And, like a whirlwind, ſwept their mem'ry hence, 5 
And thee with them. My father went before: 
Now I am dead to thee, and thou to me. 
Our foes inſult ; our mother, in contempt 
Of nature, triumphs, and grows mad with pleaſure : 
On whom I long have fed deluſive hopes 
That thou would*ſt come, and reap the vengeance due, 
But fate has fruſtrated the juſt event, 
And mock'd my expectations with thy duſt. 
Oh, weight of ſorrow ! moſt untimely change! 
Unhappy progreſs, and deſtructive games 60 
How haſt thou kill'd thy ſiſter, poor Oreſtes ! 
Receive me, therefore to thy little houſe, 
Like thee, a ſhadow : ſo may we converſe, 
And meet below, to mourn our mutual 'ſuff*rings : 
For whilſt thou wert on earth, my foul partook 635 
Of all thy pleaſures, griev'd in all thy pains ; 
And therefore would I'die and ſhare thy tomb: 
For all is peace, all quiet in the grave. 

Cho. Oh, think, Electra, on your mortal ſtate ! 
Think too, Oreſtes, like yourſelf, was mortal, 70 
And let that calm your ſorrows. Death's a debt 

All owe to nature, all at times muſt pay. 
Ort. What ſhall I ſay? My boſom ſwells for vent, 
And I'm no longer maſter of my tongue. om 
Ele, Whence is th' oppreſſion of your heaving 
breaſt ? 75 

Oreſt. Is that Electra's celebrated face? 5 

Elect. This is her face; but all its charms are dead. 

Oreſt. Curſe on the ſuff rings that have ſpoil'd thy 

. | 

El:#. How can my griefs from thee deſerve this pity ? 

Oreſt. Oh, beauteous form, conſum'd and worn with 

forrows ! 80 

Elect. All your complaints will centre in this wretch. 

Orefl. To waſte her youth in virgin ſolitude ! 

Elect. Why doſt thou look upon me thus, and ſigh? 

Oreſt. I was a ſtranger to my griefs till now. 

Elk&#. And can you ſee them by reflection here? $85 

Orff, I ſee thee vex'd with unexampled wrongs, 

Elec. You ſee but little of the ills I bear. | 

Or/?, Can ſorrow furniſh out a ſcene more ä 

C640 
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6 Elec. Ves; to be forc'd to dwell wich murderero . 3 
K Oreſt. Of whom ? 6 
Elect. My father: forc'd to be their are. 90 
Orgi. Who is the author of this eruel force? 
Elec. One whoſe fell actions give che lie to nature ; 
And fay, ſhe's not my mother.—— 
55 Oreft. But the means n e ee Wn" 
| Does ſhe by — compultion bow you down; N 
Or ſavagely withdraw your. life's ſupport? 95 
Elict. By all th mene beartean think, 
She gives me WOC——— 
Oreſt. Is no protector near? 
Elec. None; he that would have been, is hers duſt, 
Or:/*. My heart is wounded with your helpleſs ſtate. _ 
Elea. Joy only haſt with 'kind N won ra viewsd 
| 100 


Ora. 1 rg feel the 6 mpathetic poiti.”. 
Ele. Doſt — to * blood owe chy-comp fon 2 
Ort. Might I confide my fortunes with thele maids, 
ou then ſhould learn i 
Elect. Their faith is bound eee 4573-95 4 
Oreft, Set down the un, and vou ſrall- hear my 
ory «iti 
Flea. Net by the gods let me poſſeſs his" Were, 
Oral. Be counſell'd, maid; you will not err in this. 
El:&. By all the honours of your birth, I beg, 
orce not thefe dear remains from my embrace. 
Ore/t. You myſt not keep them | 
' Elf, h, increaſe of woe! of 10 
I'm denyꝰd to bury: thes, Oreftes, i #4! 2 NG 
Or:f. Auſpieious ſpeak ; your ſorrow'is not juſt. 
Elec. Do not juitly mourn my brother's death 2/4 / 
Oreft. The Word is out of time; ſorbear theſe ſounds. 
Elec. Am I not worthy then to mourn his fate? 11 5 
Oreſt. Of nought unworthy; but your ſorrows err. 
Elec. What, when I bear his aſhes in my hands * 
Oreſt. You only carry his imagin'd duſt, 
Elea. Ah! where is then the wretehed youth inferd ? 
Orot. No where the living covet r ih. oat rd 
El:&. Is healive 8 1 3 
Ort. He is, if I am "i 
Eli. And art thou hey 
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Orefe. Behold my father's fignet, 
And know your brother from the happy proof. 
Elect. Oh, bleſſed day 
Oreft. I join to bleſs it with you. 
Ele. And do J hear thee ſpeak ? | 
Orefi, — — Ziſtruſt not, maid. 125 
Elect. Do my arms hold thee ? 
Ort. May they ever do fo. 
Elec. My dear companions, do you ſee Oreſtes, 
Reviving by thoſe arts that ſpoke him dead ? 
Cho, F ſee, Oh, virgin! and the ſudden joy | 
Trickles in tears of pleaſure from my eyes. 130 
Elect. Oh, thou lov'd offspring of my much-lov'd fire, 
You're come, you've found a 2 friend! 
You're come, you've ſeen whom long you wiſh'd to ſee ! 
Oreſt. I'm come; but ſpeak not with ſo loud a joy. 
£El:&. Wherefore ?. | 
Oreft, — ——Leſt they within o'er-hear your tran- 
ſports. 135 
Elec. But, by Diana, the unconquer'd maid, 
Electra will not condeſcend to fear 
What women's impotence can do againſt us. | 
Ort. Remember, women have their martial hours. 
Elk&. Oh, you have ſet before my eyes afreſh, 140 
The glaring image of my father's wrongs ; 
An ever- living ſcene of villainy, 
Ne'er to be expiated, ne'er forgot 
Oreft, I know our wrongs, and, at a proper hour, 
You ſhall relate the — tale entire. 145 
Elec. It is a theme will ſuit with ev'ry time; 
But moſt with this; for at this preſent hour 
I have regain'd the liberty of ſpeech. 
Oreft. Be ſtudious to preſerve what you've regain'd. 
—_ How 4 heſe 
Oreft. By reſtraining theſe extatic joys. _ I 
Elec. Who could bh ſilent in a joy like mine ? 8 
Who ſmother the big rapture, thus tranſported, 
When I behold thee in a glad ſurpriſe, 
As ris'n from death, and by a wonder reſcu'd ? 


. Oreft, You ſaw me, when the gods firſt bade me 


come, 155 


Elea. 
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Flea. My joys encreaſe with every word thou ſpeak'it; 
And thy laſt accents yield ſuperior pleaſure. 
For if the gods inſtructed thy return, 
Kind Heav'n concerns itſelt in our diſtreſs, 
And ſure will proſper what itſelf began. | 160 
Oref?, I would indulge the tranſports of your joy, 
But fear they're too exceſſive to be ſafe. 
Elect. Since after ſuch a painful age of abſence, 
At length you come to bleſs my longing eyes, 164 
That have been quench'd with ſorrow, do not now 
Orefi, What muſt I not? HILLS 
Ele. ——— —Jeprive me of the joy, 
Th' unmeaſur'd joy I feel in gazing on thee. 
Orgſt. I will not, fiſter ; twould diſpleaſe me much, 
Should any one attempt in that to wrong thee. 
Eluct. And does my fondneſs pleaſe thee ? 
Ore, Should it not 170 
Elec. Oh, friends, I heard the dreadful tale of death ! - 
Then my ſtrong paſſion was without a voice, 
Compell'd to hear, nor ſuffer'd to lament : 
But now I hold thee, and thy lovely form, 
Whoſe image ſorrow could not &er eraſe, 175 
With cordial ſmiles revives my fainting ſoul. 
Oręſt. Oh, ſtop this wild career of ſwelling pleaſure ! 
Nor tell me now my mother's impious deeds; 
Nor how Egyſthus drains my father's houſe, 
Squanders his wealth, and riots in his ſubſtance. 180 
Th' untimely ſpeech would hinder our defign. 
Rather inſtruct the courſe of my revenge: 
Shall we with open force ruſh boldly on them, 
Or by a licens'd fraud deceive our foes, 
And ſuddenly ſurpriſe them into ruin ? „„ 
But, Oh, take heed, ſuppreſs your ſtruggling joy, 
Nor let your mother trace its infant pleaſures ! 
Still wear the ſorrow which you did before, 
And for my death ſuppos'd, diſſembling figh. 
When fate hascrown'd us with th* events we wiſh, 190 
Then may we ſmile, and give a looſe to jo. 
Elec. Oh, brother, ſtill your pleaſure ſhall be mine! 
For all my pleaſure takes its riſe from you: 
No comforts has Electra from herſelf; | 
Nor would I rob you of a moment's eaſe, 195 
D 2 » 
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To purchaſe to myſelf the greateſt joy: 

For ſhould my tranſports ſtop your glorious aims, 

They would affront the now afiiſting pow'rs. 

You know th? affairs within, and have been told , 

Egyſthus is not there; my mother is. % 00 

But harbour not a thought, that ſhe ſhall eber | 

Behold a traniport kindle on this cheek; 

Hate ſhall controul and daſh each rifing pleaſure : 

And ev'n beholding thee, my tears afreſh | 

Shall ſtream for joy: for how ſhould I forbear, 205 

Who in the ſpace of one ſhort morn have feen thee + 

Dead and alive, miraculous ſurprize ! 

Should my dead father now return from earth, 

I ſhould not wonder, but believe my ſenſe. 

Since then fo unexpected thou art come, 210 

Perform the work which elſe was doom'd for me: 

For ere you came, my ſoul had entertain'd 

Reſolves of vengeance, with a glorious view 

Of noble freedom, or of noble death. i err 92421 
Oręſt. But ſoft: for ſome approach us from within; 215 
Ele&. Strangers, go in; - ye meſiengers of things 

None can refuſe, yet none with joy, receive. 


F | 
Governor, Oreſtes, Pylades, Attendants, Electra and 


: . (Horus. 5 | 5 
© Gow. Oh, loſt to wiſdom, and all prudent thoughts! 
Have you abandon'd all concern for life ? 

Shook hands with reaſon; and bid Fate de ince? 220 
Who ſtand not near, but in the midſt of dangers, 

And thoſe the greateſt too, yet know it not? 

For had not I ſecur'd theſe outward gates, 

Employ'd their ears, and guarded ev'ry ſenſe, | 
Your meaſures had by this, been all betray'd: 22g 
But I have cover'd you as yet with care; 

Wherefore give o'er theſe talkative delays ; 

And this inſatiate burſt of noiſy joy; ; 

And enter ſtrait : for in attempts like theſe, 

Delays are ill, when deeds require diſpatch, 230 

Oreft. Are all things ready to receive me there? 

Gov, All, all; nor can they know you. 

Ora. 
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Ora. — Then you told 
The neceſſary tale of my deceaſe. 
Gov. Beſure, you're dead to all the world but us. 
Oreft. Did they with raptures hear the news, or how? 
Gov. Suſpend the long recital till anon ; 236 
For all looks well within, yet all's not well. 6 
El:4, For Heav'n's ſweet fake, Oreſtes, who is this? 
Oreff. Know you not him? | 
Eleft. ———————] cannot call to mind. 
Oreft. on you forgot to whom you once bequeath'd 
me 


240 
Elect. Whom do you mean? 
Oreft. —— By whoſe officious hands 
Your love convey'd me to the Phocian land ? 
Ele. Is this that only faithful man I found, 
Durſt aid th* affficted when my father fell? 
Oreſ. He is; at preſent ſeek no farther proof, 245 
El:. Oh, bleſſings on thy head, thou great ſupport 
Of Agamemnon's houſe! And art thou he 
Redeem'd us from ſuch ills ? Oh, let me kiſs 
Thoſe hands, and kneel embrace thoſe aiding feet. 
How could you keep yourſelf fo leng conceal'd? 250 
Or how my eyes miſtake you, though diſguis d? 
Your words were cruel, but your works were kind; 
Ill was your news, but friendly its deſign. 
Hail, father ! (for I ſee my father in you,) 
Hail! Never was a man in one ſhort day 258 
So much deteſted, and ſo much ador d 
Gov, Enough of praiſe ; until the circling hours 
Inform you farther how we have deferv'd ; | 
And teach you all theſeries of our fortunes. | 
But now I turn myſelf to you, my prince; 260 
Tu time for action; Clytemneſtra's now | 
Alone without her guard; if you omit 
This happy moment, think you wilt be drove 
T' encounter numbers arming in her reſcue. 
Oreft. The preſent bufineſs wants no more debate; 26g 
Bur, Oh! my Pylades, let's haſte to action: 
Thus bending to theſe genial pow rs for aid, 
Who grace the portal, and protect the dome. 
[ Zæecunt Oreſtes, Pylades, and Governor. 


D 3 SCENE 


41 FE Le TR A. 
SCENE III. 


Electra and Chorus. | 

Elect. O king Apollo, hear them when they pray; 
And me with them; who with a bounteous hand 270 
Have ever, to my pow'r, adorn'd thy ſhrine. 
And now, O Lycian god, proſtrate, with awe, 
4 T bleſs thy godhead, and implore thy favour; 
4 | Aſſiſt the righteous hon 4990 now in hand, 
[ And ſhew mankind with what deteſting eyes 275 

The gods behold and puniſh guilty mortals ! 


| CHORUS, 


bd 


þ Che, See where the god of. battle ſtalks, 

Breathing diſcord, foaming blood; 

| Through all the guilty. haunts he walks; 

| Th' avenging furies at his heels provoke 280 
: 2750 The deſtin'd ſtroke, a 

4 No more to be avoided, or withſtood. 

For horror now the ſcene does draw, 

Which my prophetic ſoui foreſaw. 


I. 


* ſhade t' appeaſe, 28 

N f ith filent — 2 ſon, | : 

| Beneath the guilty roof is gone; 

| And fee! the vengeful ſword he brandiſhes ! 
Maia's ſon attendance pays, x 

| And wrapt in elouds the youth conveys; 290 

While he the taſk of fate obeys, 

a - Unknowing of delays, 
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Electra and Chorus. 


EEC A. is 
AIT with attentive filence, deareſt maids ; 
For ſtrait they will achieve the work of horror. 
CH. Oh! how do they proceed ? _ 
Elect. = — While ſhe prepares 
The cube banquet, to alla | „„ 
The ſorrow of her ſon 's imagin*d” death; I we MM 
They preſs around her, watchful ; 5 
Cho. Wherefore then. 
Did you come forth? 
Er. v ard'a ainſt ſarprize;. 
And give them notice, ſhould Agyfthus come. 


CY. Li ar ] Oh, fatal boar, ſome help— —] am 
beſet; d 
Naked of friends, and cover "a: with deſtroyers ! . 


Elect. What ſhrieks are thoſe? Did you not bear 
them, friends ? 
Cho. T heard the frightful ory, and ſhake with horror. 
* Cly, (Within. ] Confukion ! f Oh, ZEgyſthus, Oh! where 
are you? 
Ele. The noiſe grows louder. 2 
Ch. [Miibin. ] Oh, my "ap my ſon, 
Have pity. on thy mother! 
; Elecł. — —— Thou had'ſt none 15 
5 On him, or on! his bleeding father — 
Cho. Oh! 
Oh, wretched city ! Oh, diſaſtrous race! 
Death and deſtruction lay the princes waſte! 
0 Cly.. [ Mitbin. ] Oh! Lam hurt. Fig 
5 Elect. Repeat, repeat the blow. 
Cy. 1 chin.] Alas ! for mercy—— . 
EkA, = Oh, that curſt Egyſthus, ; 
Caught 3 in the toil, did groan like thee, defencelels ! 
Cho. The potent execrations are fulfild ! 
The long deceas'd revive ; and drain the hlood 
Ot thoſe, whoſe hands were Once ES: in ſlaughter! 
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Electra, Oreſtes, Pylades, Attendants, and Chorus. 


Elect. Behold they come ! And their diſcolour'd hands 
Drop with the crimſon ſacrifice of Mars ! 26 
Speak, my Oreſtes, how ſucceeds our cauſe? 

. Orefi. All's well within; unleſs the god deceive : 

The wretch is dead; nor need you longer fear, 

Your mother's pride ſhall e'er inſult you more. 39 
Cho, No more; for, lo! Ægyſthus is in fight. 
Ele&. Oh, yet retire ; he comes as you could wiſh ; 

He comes in triumph from his rural ſports ; 

And unſuſpecting joy glows on his cheek. 

Cho. Therefore with ſpeed retire, ere he behold: 35 
And ſince auſpicious fate has led the way, 

Complete the work you have ſo well begun. 

Oref. Fear not; ſucceſs ſhall crown us 

Elee. — hat, retire. 


Oręſl. I go 
 _ [Oreſtes, Pylades, and Attendants retire, 
Elect.. And leave the bufineſs here to me. 
Cho. *Twere fit a while we entertain the tyrant 4 
With courteous accents, and diſſembled meekneſs, 
To win him on, and ſooth him into ruin. =, 


SCENE III. 


Egyſthus, Electra, and Chorus. 
Afgyff. Who can inform us where thoſe Phocians are, 
Who bring the tidings how Oreſtes periſh'd, 
Thrown from his chariot in the 5 games? 45 
You, I ſuppoſe—whoſe daring inſolence 
Till now has lived in him: you, I ſuppoſe, 
As moſt concern*d, can give the beft account. 

Elect. Too well, I can; for how ſhould F but know 
The deareſt accident which could befal me? 90 
Auf. Inſtruct us quickly where the ſtrangers are. 

 Elef. Within; they meet a kind reception there. 
 LEgy}i, Do they bring certain news that he is dead? 
Elect. They do not tell it, but they ſhew him dead. 
gv. May we then witneſs to it with our eyes? 55 
Elac. You may behold the ſpectacle of horror! 
- A 


r EI WY 


EZ HE Y IX. 45 


Eelt I never joy'd'to hear thee ſpeak till now!. 
Ele, Be pleas'd, if e like theſe can ging _ 


. pleaſure, 
Az) oft. Be ſilent, and ſet open all the gates; 3 
18 Let all Mycenæ, nay, all Argos ſee: : ' 60 
8 It any one encourag'd empty hopes, I 


Let him behold the carcaſs of this man; x 
And bend him to my pow'r ; nor hence preſume 
Wich diſobedient pride to wake my wrath... 
0 Elect. I will obey your orders — for at length | 6g 
I've learnt ſubmiſßton: and muſt ſtoop to n To. {ic 


SCENE; IV. 


SCENE opening diſcovers the body of Cly temneſtra cover; 
33 Oreſtes, Pylades, and Autendanis round #, Egyſthus 
Electra, and Chorus. 


Ag v/t. By Heav'n, he's Aalen nor r updeſere'd is 


But, if my words tranſgreſs, I fay no more. (fate! 
Take from his fate the veil, that I may pay . 
ire. My debt of forrow o'er my kinſman's body ? 70 


| Oreft Yourſelf. unveil it; itibelongs to ou, 
40 Firſt to beho d and mourn the friend's dilalter. 
Ag y. You well adviſe, and I'll obey your counſel ; 
Let ſome go call, my Clytemneſtra forth. 
Ore/t. She's near you; look not any where, but Here 
5, cope the 28 4 


ert. Dinah mn Penn en nn 
070. — Of, my ne, ig? 76 
ares Are you a ſtranger to your conſort's face? | 
4g yft. In whoſe 1 ſnares am I unhappy fall' ? 
Oreft, Do you but now begin to apprehend 
You've parly*d with the man, imagin'd dead?  - 80 
Agyft. Alas! I underſtand the vaunting ſpeech, 
And fear Oreſtes ſpoke it. , 
Oręſt, Boaſt thyſelf 
No more a prophet, who ſo long haſt err'd ! 
£gyf. I feel, Iam undone; but give me leave 
To argue for a while. 
Ela, Now, by the gods, 85 
Permit him not to waſte the time in words. 
What can a ſhort reprieve from death import, 


Per- 
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Perplex'd with fears, and lengthen'd out with pain ? 
Niſpatch the villain ſtrait; and let them throw 
His body forth, a prey to dogs and vultures ?— 90 
Far from our fight ! for this alone remains 
'To cure my ſorrows, and conclude our vengeance. 
Ort. No more delay of words; but enter there 
You are not now to argue, but to die. 
gui. But wherefore enter there? If honour 
| ſtrikes, | 
Why ſhould you ſhame to give the blow in public? 
Oreft. Contend not with thy doom; but ſtrait obey ; 

For where you kill'd my father, thou ſhalt die. ] 
gu. This houſe ſhall be the future ſcene of death, 
And drink the blood of all the race of Pelops.—— 100 

Oreft. Thine it ſhall drink ; I dare foretel thee, tyrant, 
Agy/t. Your fire had no ſuch talent of prediction 
Oreft. Your ſpeech offends ; and I delay too long. 
Ag». But lead the way, © | 
Oreft. - No; — ſhalt lead. 104 
Ag vH. Do you ſuſpe I ſhould eſcape your wrath ? 
Org. Heav'n guard my vengeance from a fear like 
that ! 
But I would rob thee of content in death, 
And make it bitter in each circumſtance, 
Did juſtice thus purſue the ſinner cloſe, +; 
Nor lag with lazy ſteps behind the crime; 110 
The world would then be frighted into virtue. 
[ Goes in, Frvin Agyſthus before him, 
Cho. Oh, ſeed of Atreus, how haſt thou been croſs dl 
Through what varieties of anguiſh tot ! 
Till late, with ſtern attempts, the vengeful ſword 
Has peace and baniſh'd liberty reſtor'. 1. 


* 


115 
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| HE ſubje& of this tragedy is the return of Oreſtes 
from Phocis to Argos, and his revenge of his 

104 father's murder, in the death of Ægyſthus and Clytem- 


neſtra. But the poet did not think fit to give this poem 
lie BY title from that important incident, which makes its ca- 
taſtrophe ; but rather choſe to call it Electra. This lady 

was the elder fiſter of Oreſtes, and who (when their 

father Agamemnon, on his return from Troy, was inhu- 

manly murdered by his own wife Clytemneitra, and her 

iu baramour gyſthus) was the inſtrument of ſecuring 
her tender brother from the rage of the murderers, by 
conveying him to Strophius, king of Phocis, through 
the care of a faithful and ſecret ſervant. Clytemneſtra 
and Ægyſthus, after Agamemnon's death, poſſeſſing 
4 themſelves of the government of Argos, ſlipped no op- 
„ bvorunities of expreſſing their reſentment towards Electra 

1b this action. | 

| The poet in her character has laboured to expreſs her 
miſeries with vaſt variety: and given her the true fea- 
tures of an heroic daughter through the whole poem. 
All her ſentiments give a freſh ſubject for admiration ; 
and ſhe is equally wonderful in her ſtrong and implaca- 
die reſentments againſt her father's murderers; in her 
Inpatience for Oreſtes to come and revenge him ; m her 


erceſſive ſorrows for her brother's ſuppoſed diſaſter ; As 
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her tranſports, when ſhe comes to know he is living; 
and in her zeal, for the performance of his revenge 
when once on foot. 

I ſhall take notice of the artful conſtitution of this 
tragedy, in my following notes on the ſeveral acts; and 
what a natural foundation there is for the reſpet̃tive in- 
eidents, which are prepared without being foreſeen. 

The ſubject of Ægyſthus and Clytemneſtra's death 
employed the pens of the three great Greek tragedians; 
but they are all ſo different in the diſpoſition of the 


ſame ſtories, that I believe (with Monſieur Hegelin, jn. 


his whole art of the ſtage ;) they were the cauſe of that 
grand diforder and confulion, there 1s 1n ſtory and chro- 
nology in thoſe old times: becauſe that they, having 
changed both the times and events for their own ends, 
have influenced fome hiſtorians, who thought to pick outof 
them the truth of ſtory, and ſo made all things uncertain, 
Any body that will read the Electra of Euripides, this 


of Sophocles, and the Cœphore of Æſchylus, will eaſily 


ſee that they made no difficulty of contradicting one ano. 
ther, nor even themſelves, SY, 
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NOTES pon the FIRST ACT. 


Ver. 1. Gewernor.] He ſupports the part of a very 
uſetul protatick ; and by him the Jour has artfully ex- 
plained to the audience the place of the ſcene, Mycenz 
in Argos; the time when the action commences, the 
break of day; the manner he received Oreſtes from his 
ſiſter Electra, to be conveyed to Phocis; and Pytades's 
accompanying of Oreſles, from Phocis, in his return to 
Argos, 25 | 

Ver. 6. Of Traconus's——— Daughter.) whoſe name was 
Jo: but her ſtory having no manner of relation to the 
preſent poem, I ſhall refer the reader for it to my Pro- 
metheus of Æfchylus, which will ſhortly be publiſhed, 
where there is ample occaſion for touching her hiſtory in 
many circumſtances. 

Ver. 8. Glorious God of day.] The original has it 28 
avz0z1018 Ye, of the Wolf-difiroying God; but I was of 
opinion, this epithet would make no very beautiful ap- 
pearance in Engliſh ; and therefore was not obliged (ac- 
cording to Horace) werbnm werbo reddere. Beſides, that 
i do not remember the ſtory of Apollo's deftroying the 
wolres ; any farther than as Mr. Lloyd, in his Lexicon 
Hiſtorico-Poeticum, ſays, (on the word, Lycius) that 
there was an oracle & the Lycian Apollo, quia in Lycia 
maxim? cla» us fuit ob Luporum intemfictionem: or, perhaps, 
he obtained the epithet from the wolf's being ſacrificed to 
him, as a beaſt 6bnoxious to his diſpleaſure, who was 
the god of the ſhepherds. Or again, if we will learn 
the truth from Triclinius {one of the ſcholiaſts,) on this 
paſſage, it will come very near. my tranſlation of it: for, 
he ſays, Apollo is to be conſidered allegorically as the 
ſun; who by his preſence and refulgenceextinguiſhes the 
tawn, which refembles the colour of a wolf, (73 A, 
and therefore is called in Greek, 28 Auzs@ws. 

Ver. 9. Funo's awful temple.) The Greek ſays, her 
famous temple ; and Sophocles very ſkilfully takes-notice 
of a temple to her there, becauſe Argos (as hkewiſe 
ng, Sparta, Samos, &c.) was peculiarly ſacred to 
uno. | 


E | In 


go NOTES UPON ELECTRA. 


1 Junonis honorem 


 Aptum dicit equis Argos, diteſque Mycenas. 


ſays Horace; thoſe who are curious of knowing her 
claim to this region, may conſult Nat, Com. l. 8. 
e 32. -* | 

Ver. 16. And you, Pylades.) A ſtalking prince would 
make but a very odd figure on our theatre, however the 
mute character was reliſhed by the Athenians. Sophocies 
has not given this prince leave to open his mouth; 
Aſchylus indeed, in his Cœphoræ, has ſo far ganas 19 
mented his quality, as to make him ſpeak three verſes: 
And Euripides, who, in his Electra, has tied the tongue 
of Pylades, even when he had that lady given him by 
her brother, to wife ;*has in ſome meaſure made him 
amends in his Oreſtes and Iphig. Taurica, in both which 
he ſpeaks, as well as acts, like a prince and a friend. 

Ver. 54. Mean while, as the great.] The learned Dr. 
Potter, in his Antiquities of Greece, has inadvertently 
run into more than one error on this paſſage: for quoting 
it, he takes notice, That Electra in Sophocles ſays, 
«© that Agamemnon had commanded her and Chryſothe- 
© mis to dedicate their hair to his tomb ;” and therefore 
thus he tranſlates it, | | 


With drink-off'rings and locks of hair, we muſt, 
According to his will, his tomb adorn.” 


Now, in the firſt place, this is not ſpoken by Electra to 
her fiſter, but by Oreſtes to Pylades. And this error 
betrayed him- into a worſe miſtake in the verfion ; for 
(s i@icÞo) which he renders (according to his will) mean- 
ing Agamemnon's, has not the leaſt regard to Agamem- 
non, but directly to Apollo; as any learned examiner 
may ſatisfy himſelf. Al opere in tanto fas eff obrepert 
Jomnum, : | 

Ver 68. Oft have I heard.) The ſcholiaſt thinks So- 
phocles had an eye to the ſtory concerning Pythagoras, 
(told by Hermippus in Diog. Laertius;) “ That when 
«© he came to Italy, he made a private room under 


ground; and having cauſed a report to be ſpread of 


$6 his 
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„his death, he hid himſelf in that room, ordering his 
„ mother to let him down meat privately from tine to 
„ time, with an account in writing of all aftairs that 
happened in Crotona, and the places about. After a 
time he comes abroad, pretending to be riſen from the 
« dead, and tells all the things that had happened ſince 
„ his ſuppoſed death, as if he had learned them in the 
© other world,” Which project procured him a mighty 
authority, Tertullian, in his book of the Soul, gives 
the ſame account of this ſtory; only adds this particular, 
that he ſtayed under ground ſeven years. Tis not im- 
probable, that Sophocles might have an eye to this ſtory, 
as a thing not very diſtant from his own age: but that 
Oreſtes, who ſpeaks, ſhould do fo too, would be to make 
him guilty of an Anachroniſm with a vengeance. There- 
fore I am inclined to ſuppoſe, it may have a reference to 
Ulyſſes more properly; but to this the ſcholiaſt will 
object, & yag wincaxlai 7+ Toro Olvacs,, there no ſuch 
thing happened to Ulyſſes: No, he did not hide under 
round for a ſeaſon ; bur he was long ſuppoſed dead at 
— and roſe upon them ſuddenly from obſeurity to 
plendor. 

Ver, 90. Appeaſe, inwoke.] This is one mark of the 
poet's art in his ſcenery, that he will not permit Oreſtes 
to ſtay on the ſtage to be ſatisfied in Eleara's cauſe of 
ſorrow ; for then the diſcovery of his return would be 
too early: but he clears the ſcene, not only to make 
room for Electra's complaints to herſelf ; but likewiſe by 
ſending Oreſtes to make oblations at his father's tomb, 
prepares a remembrance which cannot be foreſeen, and 
which he has reſerved for the opening of his third act. 

Ver. 16g. Aud how, Ipbianaſſa.] Triclinius upon this 
place ſays, that Euripides and the other poets, mean one 
perſon by Iphigenia and Iphianaſſa. That the Latin 
poets, as well as the Greek, confound theſe two name 
is plain from theſe lines of Lucretius, | 


Aulide quo pacto Trivia Virginis aram 


Iphianaſſai turpdrunt ſanguine fed? 
Duftores, Danaum diledti, prima virorum. 


E 2 | But 
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But then the commentators are ſtaggered to know, why 
the poet ſhould make the Chorus mention Iphianaſſa, or 
Iphigenia, who was now at Diana's ſhrine in Tauris: 
But 'Triclinius ſays, the Chorus mention her though ab- 
ſent from Mycenz, with the ſame reaſon they do Oreſtes; 
who, as they thought, was at Phocis. I muſt confeſs, I 
do. not pretend to - certain whom the poet here intends 
by Iphianaſſa; but 1 think, with ſubmiſſion to Triclinius, 
Sophocles did not here mean Iphigenia: for it would be 
very abſurd to ſuppoſe Iphigenia in a living capacity of 
mourning for her father, when in the firſt ſcene of the 
fecond act, Clytemneſira excuſes her murder of Aga- 
memnon, as a juſt repriſal upon him, for ſacrificing her 
daughter Iphigenia on Diana's altar at Aulis. | 
Ver. 171. Debarr'd of wedlock.) The poet through- 


out this tragedy, in many places, infinuates the hardthip 


upon Electra, of being denied the privilege of marrying ; 
and makes her complain to Chryſothemis, that Ægyſthus 
would never ſuffer them to propagate a race to his de- 
ſtruction. Euripides makes /Egyithus marry her to a 
perſon who boaſts of his family, but is decayed in his 
fortunes. Some, who favour Sophocles's opinion, will 
have her derive her name from her ſingle ſtate, guafi 
dg, i. e. fine Thalamo, lian in his Various Hi- 
ſtory informs us, that Xanthus, the Lyrick poet, ſays 
her firſt name was Laodice; but, that after Agamem- 
non's' murder, axtiicor Eoav Ky nclaynewoas gb Agytion 
"HAtxloo inaneoaus, Mo To ajuoigely ardgogy Y je H ,i/õ do ba 
Aixlge, growing old in virginity, the Argives called her 
Electra, becauſe of her living without an huſband. 

Ver. 184. On Criſa's werdant ſhore.] Criſſa, or Criſa, 
was a town of Phocis near the Corinthian bay; which 
from its neighbourhood to that town, was called Sinus 
Crifizus. I 

Ver. 195. And fed with offals.} The Greek is »wai; d 
ii., Tanga, I am ſet at empty tables. | 
Ver. 332. Chryſotbemis approach.] Sophocles has part- 
ly introduced the character of Chryſothemis, a lady of a 
mild and condeſcending temper, to heighten the more 
manly and ſtubborn ſentiments of Electra, as he does 
Again the part of Iſmene in his Antigone, But the en- 
trance of Chryſothemis is likewiſe very artful, and ne- 

| | | ceſſary 
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eeſſary to the carrying on the plot of the play: for as 
Clytemneſtra's ugly dream naturally required expiations 
to avert its horrors, ſo her ſending Chryſothemis to 
make oblations at Agamemnon's tomb, eafily prepares 
the firſt remembrance and ſuggeſtion of Oreſtes's return, 
yy her finding a lock of his hair on the monument, and 
hgns of other cuſtomary honours paid to the ſepulchre. 
Ver. 398. Subterranean prifon.] It was a cuitom with 
the ancients, when they would make away with any one, 
and not be polluted (as they thought) with his blood; 
to ſhut him up in a dark cavern, and there leave him to- 
die. I will give a confirmation of this by one example 
out of our own author: Creon having actually condem- 
ned Antigone to the ſame puniſhment with which Electra 
is here threatened, waſhes his hands of her blood; ſay- 
ing, 3 41 
Haste yag aver T v Thy abu, 


Upon which the ſcholiaſt comments thus, (reien 
duo; TS Qars TETE, Ono, d To An ve ονν atryn - 
aingnri ici. 1 | 

Ver. 464. To diſarm reſentment.) Theſe words I have 
added in explanation of a very odd cuſtom, alluded to- 
by the poet. If any one killed another treacherouſly,, 
be ſtrait cut off all the extreme parts of the outmoſt 
members of the party ſlain, and ſewing or tying them 
together, wore them under his arm-pits ; as an amulet 
or ſpell to prevent the furies from haunting the murderer. 
And they believed, that having part of the murdered 
body in their power, as an holtage, to do what they 
would with, the ghoſt of the party would not offer to- 
meddle with them; or elſe would ſpare the bearer, for 
love of the carriage. The pieces thus cut off, they 
called axculngn, and cenaghla, or Sc ac lc, 28 in Apol- 
lonius : and the action of ſo mutilating the perſon, was 
called axcwhngiagu: fo ſometimes the pieces cut off, they 
called pacxariopala, from the action (pacyxaniger,) of 
fixing them under their arm-pits ; which laſt term is uſed: 
here by Sophocles. 4 | | | 

Ver. 465. Wipe the abomination M:] The firſt ſcholiaſt 
on this paſſage ſays, he that had killed another, wiped 
off the ſtains of blood 1 his ſword, either on the 3 

* of 
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of his own head, or of the party ſlain. Triclinius ſays 
particularly on the hair of the party flain, which is un- 
doubtedly the trueſt, I will go a ſtep tarther than either 
of the ſcholiaſts on this place, by informing the reader, 
that they only thus wiped away the abomination of the 
fact, when they ſpilt the blood unjuſtly. But if they 
thought they did it in a good cauſe, they uſed to take 
the fword, and hold it up towards the ſun with the blood 
on it 5 (Uu. TE lg TePoveunivdel, ſays the ſcholiaſt On 
Euripides in Oreſtes; to ſhew that they feared not if 
Heaven were witneſs. 5 

Ver. 5 28. For ver fince Myrtilus.] He was the ſon of 
Mercury by Phacthuſa; when he drove Oenomaus in a 
chariot-race, being corrupted by the promiſes of Pelops, 
he ſo ordered it, that his maſter's chariot broke by the 
way, and his maſter with the fall, broke his neck. 
Ocnomaus expiring, conjured Pelops to revenge his death; 
whoafterwards, when Myrtilus demanded the reward of 
His treachery, threw him from a rock into the ſea, which 
from his name was called the Myrtoan ſea. | 


| NOTES zpon the SECOND ACT, 


Ver. 2. #gy/thns is not here.] The poet's contrivance 
3s wonderful in making Ægyſthus abſent; for thereby 
he takes occaſion to heighten Electra's diſtreſs, by ſay- 
ing, ſhe could not have had the liberty of ſtirring out of 
the palace, if he were at home; and likewiſe by leaving 
Clytemneſtra alone, he facilitates the cataſtrophe of his 

em. Euripides has likewiſe, in his Electra, ſent him 
into the fields to do ſacrifice, and make a rural bane 

uet. 

n Ver. 18. Murdered your ſeter.] This confirms what I 
have obſerved on the firſt act, that Iphianafla could not 
be intended for Iphigema by Sophocles, whom he ſo 
often in Clytemneſtra's ſpeech expreſsly intimates to be 
dead; and therefore Triclinius, on one paſſage, notes 
thus, %% + Iberia, BY d vr "Azliyurd®- cg re 
anaz Sarzouy nyciree But I defigned this note of a dif- 
ferent nature; all diſcourſes brought on the ſtage, ought 
to have no particular reference to the diverſion of the 

I audience, 
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audience, unleſs drawn from the very ground and nature 
Of the ſubject, and abſolutely neceſſary to the ſame. 
I fear Clytemneſtra's vindication of her huſband's death, 
and Electra's condemnation of her for it, will fall under 
the diſpleaſure of this rule; for however fine and affect- 
ing the diſcourſes may be in themſelves, I doubt they 
are introduced with regard to the ſpectators alone; for as 
Agamemnon had been killed twenty years ago, it neceſ- 
ſarily argues, that the juſtice, or guilt of his death, muſt 
have been a ſubject already ſufficiently canvaſſed betwixt 
Clytemneſtra and her daughter, | 1 
Ver. 29. They both had dy'd.] The old authors vary 
mightily in regard to Helen's Children, Euſtathius en 
Homer ſays, ſhe only bore Hermione, and that ſhe was 
not permitted to have any more children, becauſe child- 
birth is accounted to ſpoil women's beauty. But ſome 
ſay, ſhe bore two children to Paris. Sophocles here gives 
ter two by Menelaus ; which agrees, as the ſcholiaſt 
cbſerves, with Heſiod's account, 


3 96— aa. R 


nn 


H iM by 7s OagrAuly Mere wy 
"OnNeralov G Ar Nixogalov, gov "Agn®- 


But Pauſanias in Corinthiac, ſays, Menelaus had Ni- 
de coſtratus and Megapenthes by a ſhe-ſlave; but others 


y ſay, her proper name was An, i. e. Serva. . 
y- Ver. 123. IJnauſpicious words] *Tis almoſt too well 
of known to require a note, how ſuperſtitious the old Greeks 
1g were in point of all ominous words, and particularly in 
119 matters of religion. Before their holy ceremonies be- 
im gan, the cryer gave this charge to the people, EoPyucire, 
Ne which anſwers to. the terms afterwards uſed by the 

Romans, favere linguis; which do not ſo ſtrictly enjoin 
t J a deep filence, as an abſtaining from all prophane and 
4 ominous words, | 

0 


Malt ominatis 
Parcite verbis. Hor. 


For they reckoned that ſuch terms prophaned the facri- 
tice; (and therefore Plautus calls it, ohſcænare) and if 
theſe expreſſions were uttered by any one nearly related 

to 
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to the perſon, whoſe buſineſs was in hand, they took 
the greater notice of them, and accounted them fo 
much the worſe. Or if the omen were immediately 
catched by the hearer, or ſtruck upon his imagination, 
it was of the more force. | | 

Ver. 129. Shall free me from the fears. ] We have heard 
already in the firſt act, that Clytemneſtra had diſcloſed 
her dream to the Ning Sun, to deprecate its omen 
this ſhe did conformable to the cuſtoms of the ancients; 
and Triclinius helps vs out with their reaſon for it, ©” 
er) ial (nempe ie.) erg is Th wilt, amolgonn 
yu, Wc. becauſe the ſun bring contrary to the night, 
might hawe power to avert, or expel all evils brought by the 
fame. And therefore they gave the ſun or Apollo the 
epithets of arohorar®-, iZaxerngu®,, Wc, But this telling 
of dreams was not always appropriated to one particular 
deity, but ſometimes to Hercules, Jupiter, or the Houſe- 
hold Gods. Nor was the diſcloſing of their fears reckon» 
ed ſufficient, but they were to offer incenſe, or other 
oblations, and pray (as Clytemneſtra here does) that if 
good was portended, it might be brought to paſs; if the 
contrary, that the gods would avert whatever ill was 
boded by them. Aſchylus, in his Perfians, lets us inte 
another cuſtom in theſe caſes; Queen Atoſſa being ter- 
vified by a nocturnal viſion, as ſoon as ſhe roſe, went to 
a river, and waſhed away the pollutions of the night, 
before ſhe approached the altars of the gods ; | 


E & Aue, x) xeon KAANGSIH 
"Exbavoc Y, Cor din rel 
Bupa Tein", dn olgνοοννi. Een 
O νι Yooas Wihuvo, wy TiAN TASK R 


The ſcholiaſt on this place of Zſcylus gives a different 
reaſon, why the ſun was looked upon as the averter of 
dreams, 26 Yao ETA yang of dg SaoredaGoriaty for 
he once ſhining, dreams vaniſh and are diffipated. 

Ver. 157. Her dreſi and perſon.] The orignal is agins 
ve a; rug? tte, Which Mr. Johnſon's late edition 
renders, Decoro enim, ut regina, videtur vnltu. But I 
cannot think this expreſſes the whole meaning — orc 
| | e Th reek, 


hind 
Inſti 
this 

u hic 
thou 
game 
made 
abſut 
char: 
him. 
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Greek, as if the governor knew Clytemneſtra to be a 
queen only by her face ; but (as the ſcholiaſt ſays better) 
god gilai in The Fong #1 Twy Baomtivy, he concluded her 
ſuch, from her robes and regalia. 

Ver. 172. Anow, mighty queen, ] I have taken a liber- 
ty in this narration, for which, however I may be ac- 
cuſed by the adorers of Sophocles, I ſhall be eaſily par- 
doned by every Engliſh reader: I have ventured rather 
to make an agreeable innovation on, than be a faithful 
tranſlator of, a paſſage which contains too tedious and 
graphical a deſcription of the Pythian games to be reliſh-' 
ed at this time of day; and cools the paſſion which it 
ſhould excite, and keep warm by its conciſeneſs and di- 
ſtreſs. | | 
Ver. 174. Celebrates her Pythian games.] Ariſtotle finds 
fault with this narration in the Electra; upon which it 
may not be improper to add part of Mr. Dacier's re- 
marks. Sophocles was not fo prudent and judicious in 
the management of ſome other of his pieces, as he was 
in Oedipus; for in his Electra, he was guilty of the 
very fault that Ariſtotle here mentions, by putting in 
ſomething that was abſurd, and which is the more vi- 
cious, becauſe he was the author of it. In the ſecond 
ſcene of the ſecond act, he who brings the falſe news of 
Oreſtes's death, ſays, That that prince being at the ce- 
lebrated meeting of the Grecians, to aſſiſt at the Py- 
thian games, won all the prizes, but was killed in the 
race of the chariots; Ariſtotle thought this was abſurd, 
and out of all reaſon, not becauſe it was not probable, 
that Agyſthus and Clytemneſtra ſhould not hear the 
news before the arrival of thoſe who brought Oreſtes's 
aſhes, for there were a thouſand things which might 
hinder that ; but becauſe the Pythian games were not 
inſtituted till above five years after Oreſtes was dead, and 
this falſhood ruined all the probability of the piece, of 
which it was the foundation. — Without doubt, Sophocles 
thought his audience did not know the riſe of thoſe 
games, or elſe he would have taken care not to have 
made ſuch an alteration in the epocha; otherwiſe the 
abſurdity is admirably well hid, under the wonderful 
charms which are in the relation, but that don't juſtify 


Ver. 
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Ver. 287. The fate of Amphiaraus.] He was a great 
ſoothſayer, who foreſeeing that all who went with 
Adraſtus to the Theban war ſhould periſh, Adraſtus only 
excepted, refuſed to go along with him, and prevented | 
ſeveral others from entering into the fame league. Adra. 
ſtus was told, he need only give the necklace te Eriphyla, | 
(Amphiaraus's wife) which Polynices had brought from 
Thebes, and which had been dedicated to harmony, to 
prevail on Amphiaraus to make one in the expedition, - 
Adraſtus obeyed the advice, and Eriphyla, charmed with F 
the beauty of the necklace, promiſed to engage her huſ- 
band; for that depended only on her, Amphiaraus hav. 
ing ſworn to obey his wife in every thing, 

Ver. 298. Found a ſon.] Alcmeon was the ſon of Am- 
phiaraus ; the father, on his departure for Thebes, ſtrict. 
ly charged his ſon, who was then very young, that 
when he came to age, he ſhould revenge his death by 
killing his mother. Alcmeon obeyed theſe orders very 

unctually: ſeveral of the poets repreſented this ſtory 
in tragedy ; and this murder of Etiphyla by Alcmeon, 
— ancients ſaw with great pleaſure acted on their 

ges. | | 
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Ver. 1. For joy, my deareff.] Chryſothemis having 
been at her father's tomb to offer her own and ſiſters 
hair thereon, meets with the libations there, which had 
been poured by Oreſtes, and by them ſuggeſts he was 
returned to Argos: for that Clytemneſtra had not offered 
them, nor yet Electra, nor Chryſothemis, and therefore 
it muſt be Oreſtes. | 

Ver. 24. With fircams of milk.] The libations which 
they made at a ſepulchre, conſiſted for the moſt part of 
honey, and milk, and wine : upon which they ſometimes 
ſprinkled barley-flower. The manner of ufing theſe 
liquors, was to go round the monument; and pour out 
ſome, as they went, out of a bottle (Aeg aoudr, as Eu- 
ripices ſays in his Electra) and as they offered, they uſed i v 
certain ſpeeches and prayers to the ghoſts of the dead to , 
be propitious to them: and therefore thoſe xoa?, or liba - 


tions, were uſually termed ndvjl;g1014, and Jiaxingiens v burl, 
er. 
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0 Ver. 26. And all the flowers ] The cuſtom of ſtrewing 
t gowers about the grave ſeems rather in honour of the 
ly manes, than any ways propitiatory, They ſometimes 
ed wove them into garlands before they preſented them, and 


this was gears Thr fe, a crowning of the tomb. Theſe 


la, garlands were called geg, either tiom their expreſſing 
M lo:e; or from ar, becauſe compoſed of a collection 
to of flowers; or laſtly, becauſe they were thrown in} 255 
zu. t,, upon the earth. The reaſon of it, ſays the ſcho- 
ith haſt upon Euripides, Was Te dg ro Th. v rd Auc logg Tv 
uſ- adi, to honour the dead as they uſed to do the living 
ave auen they won the games. | | | 

— NOTES pon tbe FOURTH ACT. 

iQ, | 

hat 


Ver. 10. But aged Strophius.] He was king of Phocis, 
by and father of Pylades. But after all, why muſt Oreſtes 
and his governor vary in their ſtory? Oreſtes himſelf 


ory comes from Strophius, but he charges his governor to 
ar, he is a Phocian, and ſent from Phanoteus, wag 


ads ®avoliws Ax, it I do not miſunderſtand this paſſage 3 
for the ſcholiaſt ſays, aArwg 08 ,- Pug Y Þavdliuc ; 
hat Phanoteus was ſaid to be the name of a city; if 
this be fo, I indeed have erred ; but there is a ſecond 
place, which, I believe, will juſtify my conſtruction, 
ver. 672, Ocyolevs 6 Owners, ſays the governor, Phanoteus 
the Phocian : for Sophocles could never mean the go- 
vernor ſhould ſay, the Phanotean, the Phocian, which 
he muſt do, if Phanoteus were a city. 
Ver. 39. A torch to kindle up.] For it was cuſtomary 
for the pile to be lighted by ſome of the dead perſon's 
neareſt relations or friends; who did it with their faces 
turned from the pile, to ſhew themſelves averſe to ſo 
mournful an office. So at Miſenus's funeral in Virg. 


Subjeftam more parentum | 
Arjerft tenutre facem. 


Ver. 108. By all the honours,] The original has it, 
4 eo; yere'e, &c. Do not I confure you by your chin or 
beard : but the conjuration would ſeem-very trivial and 
burleſque to us, however venerable amongſt the = 

| hat 
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That it was the cuſtom of old, for ſuppliants to take 
hold of the beard of the perſon to whom they made 
their entreaty, is evident from Homer, 


Aren P ae or vb D. iNgoa 
Alco 


And this was one manner of ſalutation among the He. 
brews, as appears by 2 Sam. 20, 9; And Joab tool 
Amaſa by the beard with the right hand to kiſs him. 
Ver. 122. Behold my father's fignet.] Gr. Mov (\@eaſil 
calls: upon which the ſcholiaſts have commented very 
vartoutly ; Triclinius thus, Ty ic ip,. wwor, oy & tr 
Ii D- nxlays pers D. rege di Pros r, (Peayidn al mh 
Saxiuduov. The ivory ſhoulder, which the deſcendants of Pe. 
lops bore ; but others ſay, it is o for a jcal. The third 
ſcholiaſt puts a ſtill different gloſs upon it, {{@cayiv 199 
h. napaxlnge TY mroawnrs K TE AOUTS (Waal, Ty rela 
cli 0jaoruv TW iy wal Aſzpivon ; that is, the male 
and turn of his face and body, altogether reſcmbling his 
Father Agamemnon. I have tranſlated it ſignet; but am 
not abſolutely determined, whether that was the inten- 
tion of Sophocles. Ariſtotle takes notice of a remem- 
brance made uſe of by the poet Carcinus in his Thyeſtes, 
by the means of a ſtar; but perhaps that remembrance 
may be much the ſame as ours, and borrowed from 
Sophocles : for Robortellus conjectures, and not without 
great probability, (in Mr. Dacier's opinion,) that in- 
ſtead of the word a54©-, which fignifies a far, Ariſtotle 
writ sst, which fignifies boxes, and that he means 0e 
bone of ivory with which the gods repaired Peleps*s ſhoulder, 
and which appeared in his deſcendants. 


NOTES hon the FIFTH ACT. 


Ver. 4. The cuſtomary banquet.] Gr. ig rds Mer 
05:7, which Mr, Johnſon renders, in fun, Lebetem 
adornat ; however I have relied on the words of two 
of the ſcholiaſts; the latter of which, as containing 
a full explanation, I ſhall here tranſcribe. Ist on: 
rap. % M. Ty Toru fr TS An,, iy & i 

verges 


ake 
ade 


NOTES UPON ELECTRA. 627 


uręòg alalibelai, xy 6 den & im vexgw dd weenſogiay ir- 
pero, Hab N To b reges SaNod. yu #001487 A nn eig ro, 
religw n0ouer dervor eig oagnyoeian. For after the funeral 
was over, (ſays Dr. Potter) the company met together 
at the houſe of the deceaſed perſon's neareſt relations, to 
divert them from ſorrow. Here there was an entertain- 
ment provided, which was termed weeiduurvey, vox ,o0tmrvgs 
rap D., &c. | 
Ver. 26. Crimſon ſacrifice of Mars.) i. e. with the blood 
they had /bed. xtie 14) Sund dg Age», ſays Sophocles 5 and 
believe he certainly expreſſes himſelf thus, in allufion 
to the human victims which were on ſome occaſous 
ſacriſiced to Mars. Triclinus remarks on this paſſage 
thus, 27% dvs, Nr aipald-, a Su dixilai Ag · ih- 
aal. yas xanirasr; that is, with the ſacrifice, or blood 
which Mars receives in ſacrifice, for he is termed a lover 
of blood. 
Ver. 68. But if my words tranſgre/s.) The Greek has 


| It, i “ beg viueorg 3 Which, I confeſs, gave me no ſmall 


trouble to underſtand ; and unleſs another paſſage in this 
play have helped me to a right conception of them, I 
thall as freely own myſelf ſtill in the dark. Clytemne- 
ſtra in the ſecond act, triumphing on account of Oreſtes's 
diſaſter, Electra cries out, ö 


Ax Niſiecig Te derb. agriw; 
Avenging goddeſs, hear ber contumelies ! 

Upon which Triclinius remarks, Niles, I:& wer Poul 
reg rg Sd ros er reg ringen, i. e. Ne- 
meſis is 4 goddeſs who reſents and puniſhes all inſults upon 


tbe dead, So Ægyſthus, triumphing on the like occa- 
hon, ſtops ſhort; 
it, Lſay no more. 


but if Terr, or ſhall be puniſhed for 
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Books publifhid by J. Bell. 


HE PHOENIX, or the HISTORY of POLY- 
T ARCHUS and ARGENTIS. Tranſlated from the 
Latin. By a Lady. 4 vols. Price 128. : 

« The public is here preſented with a new tranſlation 
« of that fine old romance Barclay's Argenis. The 
+ original has been weil known to the learned theſe one 
hundred and fifty years; and for the accommodation 
« of the mere Engliſh readers, two verſions of it, in 
our language, were given in the courſe of the laſt 
« century; but the ſtyle of theſe is grown too obſelete 
« for the preſent age. 

„ The editor, as ſhe chuſes to ſtyle herſelf, rather 
„than tranſlator, has prefixed to the work, a very ju- 

« dicious account of the author's deſign, and of the 
« merit of his performa ce; which is, as ſhe well ob. 
« ſerves, a romance, an allegory, and a ſyſtem of po- 
« lities. Confidered as an inveſtigation of the various 
« forms of government, and of the moſt proper reme- 
dies for the political diſtempers of a ſtate, it will cer- 
i tainly be thought a work of great merit, if we make 
% due allowance for the time in which it was written, 
But if regarded only as a work of moral entertain- 
ment it will be allowed to ſtand in the foremoſt rank 
«© of the old romances, ſacred to chivalry and virtue. 
In brief, to uſe the words of the ingenious editor, — 
* Barclay's Argenis affords ſuch variety of entertain- 
„ ment, that every kind of reader may find in it ſome- 
thing ſuitable to his own taſte and diſpofition. The 
*« ſtateſman, the philoſopher, the ſoldier, the lover, 
* the citizen, the friend of mankind, each may gratify 
* his favourite propenſity ; while the reader who comes 
for amuſement only, will not go away diſappointed.“ 


Monthly Review. 


HE UNIVERSAL BOTANIST, NURSERY. 
& MAN, and GARDENER ; containing deſcriptions 
of the ſpecies and varieties of all the trees, ſhrubs, 
herbs, flowers, and fruits, natives and exotics, at 
preſent cultivated in the European nurſeries, greens 


houſes and ſtoves, or deſcribed by modern Botaniſts, &c. 
illuſ. 
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Books pub li ted by J. Bell- 


illuſtrated with correct and elegant botanical copper- 
plates, by Richard Weſton, Eſq. | 
** Botany is indeed a ſtudy of ſuch general importance, 
to mankind, that it would be no eaſy taſk to draw 
the line that could limit the bounds of its utility, 
„The very ſenſible author of the performance now be- 
fore us hath enumerated ſome particulars of this kind, 
* but to ſpecify all would be a vain attempt. What, 
„he has obſerved, however, in his introduction, is 
* juſt, and pertinent. 4 
An univerſal ca alogue of vegetable productions is, 
* a work of ſo extenſive a nature, that, to render it 
© uſeful, it ought to be executed with as much brevity] 
«© as poſſible ; and a proper attention to this circumeÞ 
* ſtance js a principal qualification of that before us; 
* which appears to contain a larger variety of the va- 
*© rious ſpecies of plants and ſhrubs than other performs; 
& ances of the kind. The author has reſtricted himlelff 
© to the moſt charaReriftic deſcriptions of each vege- 
„table, without ſwelling his wo-k with a multiplicity 
4% of ſynonymous names. The Engliſh ones, however, 
4 are annexed to the deſcription of every ſpecies, Which 
& is another confiderable circumſtance in favour of the 
& work“ Critical Review. Two volumes. Price 128. 


N HISTORY and DEFENCE of MAGNA CHAR. 
| TA. By Dr. Samuel Johnſon; containing alſo af 
ſhort Account of the riſe and progreſs of national frees 
dom, from the invaſion of Cæſar to the preſent time. 

& This is a very uſeful publication, particularly at 
the preſent period, when the nature of our conftitue} 
& tion is ſo much the ſubje& of animadverſion. The 
© author, together with the original chaiter, has given 
& an Engliſh tranſlation for the benefit of his unlearned 
& Readers, and a circumſtantial account of the manner 
& in which this ſacred Palladium of Engliſh liberty was 
originally obtained from king John, He compleats 
© the whole, with+*an eſſay on parliaments from their 
% origin in England, and their half-yearly exiſtence, 
« to their ſeptennial duration, and diſplays no leſs ag 
% extenſive fund of knowledge, than a laudable exact, 
& neſs in the courſe of his relation.“ Lond. Mag. 
& The ſecond edition, Price 58. 3d. in boards. 


